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PREFACE 


^Tiilc {<rfIowtng volume consists of seven lectures 
Ofl the life and work of Ruskin# delivered in 
>^0 Hall of Magdalene College, Cambridge, in 
.the Michaelmas term of 1910. I had intended 
^vaguely to recast them in a more formal shape ; 
not because they were not caiefully ^compiled 
inid composed, but because they were written 
as lectures to be heard, and not as a book to 
be read. But I found on reflection that this 
'would entail rewriting the whole book on an 
entirely different scheme. Nor indeed do 1 think 
that another small biography of Kuskin is re- 
t^dired ; though a great and full biography of him 
is needed, and is being written, 1 understand, by 
Mr. E. T. Cook, the editor of the large standard 
series of Ruskin’s complete works. The situation 
te, of course, at present somewhat complicated by 
liei|nies8 of view and considerations of personal 
ihthttaeies ; but the time is not far off when we 
^ shall be able to realise what the ultimate effect 
! jOjf to woric and message has been upon the world, 
t' ' I hdt then that these lectures mi^t, as lectures, 
a certaitt freshness which they would lose if 
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transmuted into a treatise; and they must be 
looked upon rather as an attempt to emphasise 
and bring home certain salient features and char- 
acteristics of the man, than an attempt at syn- 
thesis and summary. This book is, accordingly, a 
sketch and not a finished portrait ; it is frankly 
compiled from accessible sources ; but it is 
written with a sincere love and admiration, and 
with a strong belief that Ruskin s message and 
example have a very real truth and strength 
of their own, urgently needed in these hasty 
and impulsive days. It would be absurd to say 
that the fame and name of Ruskin are eclipsed, 
but his works have passed into that region o| 
deferential acceptance, in which they are more re- 
spected than examined, and more leverenced than 
read ; and this state of things 1 earnestly desire 
to alter. I have wiitten these pages, then, with 
the hope of piovoking a discriminating interest in 
the man's life and work, and with the wish to 
present a picture of one of the most suggestive 
thinkers, the most beautiful writers, and the 
most vivid personalities of the last generation. 

ARTHUR C. BENSON. 


The Old Lodgl, 

Maodalbns College, Cambridge. 
17, 191 X. 



RUSKIN: A STUDY IN 
PERSONALITY 

LECTURE 1 

I 

Before I begin to speak of the hie and woik of 
Ruskuii I mubt suggest to >oii a few books which 
it would be an advantage to you to leacl, oi at all 
events to glance at. Kubkiirb was a long life, full 
•of wrork and eneigy, and moreovci he came into 
contact with miny very pioininent and active 
persons, to whom 1 shall be hound to allude. It 
will therefore bo diiiicult foi you to follow the 
drama of his life without knowing something about 
the people with wdiom he came into close touch. 

There is an admirable life of Ruskin by Pro- 
fessor Collingw'ood, fiom v\hich 1 shall^ hive 
occasion to quote, and to which 1 . am> much 
indebted. Piofessoi Collingv\(»od was Ruskin s 
^secretary for some \eais. The life is botl/ taithiul 
and picturesque, and much eniiched appio- 
priate quotations, though much niate^Ml, now 
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accessible; was not then available. But the effect 
of Ruskin was so overpowering upon his imine«<* 
dutc cixclc; that Professor Cothngwood; in his 
devotion and piety, and with the memory of his 
heio so fresh and vivid in his mind, could not 
possibly be fiankly critical. The book is certainly 
by far the best existing study of Ruskin’s life and 
personality, and my debt to it, throughout all 
the biogiaphical pait of these lectuies, is obvious 
and gieat. 

Then theie is a stimulating and suggestive 
monograph by Mi. Fiedciic Ilairison in the Men 
of Lilh)^ SCI ICS. Ml. Harrison combints an in- 
tense adinii alien for Ruskin with a powci of clear- * 
sighted and judicious ciiticism. The only point 
about the volume which docs not seem to me 
wholly satislactiJi j is its scale and piopoition. 
Hut of course this is a mattei of individual taste 
and j idgnient, and the book undoubtedly contains 
the best ciitical estimate of Ruskin, and is very 
just and illuminating. 

Then theie is a chaiming sketch of the intimate 
side ol Ruskin's personality, by Lady Ritchie, 
Thackeiay’s daughter, in a little volume called 
Tr/nf^soM, Ruskin and Browpiing* 

Uric is a readable bc'^ok called Raskin and Ins 
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Ctrde, by Miss Earland, which furnishes a good 
.b^ground for the life. 

' There is also a little book in the Modem English 
Writers series, by Mrs. Meynell, wliich gives an 
able and judicious summary of Ruskin's principal 
writings. The book is highly concentrated, and 
the style, which maintains a high level of literary 
beauty, is almost inevitably allusive and even 
intricate. I would warmly recommend the book 
to any one who wishes to grasp the drift and 
inner spirit of Kuskin's writings. And I would 
here express my own sense of high obligation 
jlo the volume, for the guidance which, in its 
fine suggestiveness, it has afforded me. 

Of course I need hardly say that to get any 
real conception of the scope of Rnskin’s work, 
it is advisable to read some of his own books. 
I can hardly expect that nuny of my hearers 
will work faithfully through the great edition in 
thirty-seven volumes. It is a monumental work, 
full of exact information and elaborate refer- 
ences ; the introductions are admirably written, 
and the pictorial illustrations arc excellent. But 
fortunately most of the best- known works are 
available in cheaper and lighter editions. And 
' ao 1 would ask my hearers to read if possible the 
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Prasterita of Rtiskin, one of the most besutifnl 
t)ooks in the English language, an autobiography 
which he nevei finished. 

I would also ask you to read Stname and IMits, 
a book about books, which gives a fine example 
of his style and of his thought. And those who 
wish to get an idea of Ruskin’s economical 
theories must carefully read his book, (/»/o this Last^ 
without which it IS impossible to understand his 
ptinciples. And fiiitlier, any one uho is inteiested 
in his artistic ideas might find it possible to read 
the little shilling book published by George Allen 
—The Nahne of Oothtc — which is a ch-ipter out of 
Tfte Stones of Vntne, and has the immense ad- 
vantage of having a shoit preface by William 
Monts, which emphasises both forcibly and beauti- 
fully the strong points m Kuskm’s at t-teaching. 
Of com se 1 hope that those who get so far will be 
inclined to go fuither afield ; because lectures like 
these are not intemled to give a substitute for 
Ruskin, 111 .1 tabloid form, but to act if possible 
as an invitation to study the man's own heart 
and mind ; for no one c^cl gave so prodigally 
of both to Ins I cadets as Ruskin dnl, or, as the 
old te.\t says, so laid his body as the ground, 
and as the stieet, to them that went oser." 
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John Rubkin born at 54, lluntci Stieet, 
Brunswick Squan , on the 8(h of Febiuary 1819. 
You may pass the house any clay dtivmg west 
from St. Pancras or King’s Cioss. The street is 
a semi-respcctahle one, paits oi it <uc sot did and 
poverty>stiickcn, but as it dtaws ncai to Biuns. 
wick Squaie it settles down to i diab and ding> 
decoium, very chaiaeteiistie of our gieat meliu> 
polls, and the house itself is pieetscly and lypi 
, cally the very house in whicli >ou would not 
expect so rare a flower of genius to bloom, and 
least of all adapted to nut tore a pissionale lovei 
of beauty. But I ncvei pass the place without 
a thrill of pleasure that theie should have been 
born just there, on that particul u spot of the euth 
and no other, whete the sooty jellow buck geo- 
metrical house-fronts rise into the smoke-stained 
skies of London, one who was to love so intensely 
the earth and all that grows out of the earth, and 
lies hid m it — both its hills and forests, its plains 
and lakes, as well as its trees and dowers, its rocks 
and mineral forms — and not only these ; for the 
clidd that was born in that unlovely street was to 
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love, with the kind of love that most men reserve 
for mistress or child, the stately cities of the world 
their churches and palaces, their facades and 
columns ; and not only to love them and grieve 
over their ruin and restoration alike, but to inter- 
pret their loveliness to others, and multiply that , 
sense of beauty a thousandfold. 

That house is now distinguished from the rest 
by a tablet, a disc like the top of a chocolate 
birthday-cake, with a record meanly written. I 
am glad too that it should be so ugly and sensible 
a halo. The worshippers of Ruskin might perhaps 
have put up some so-called appropriate design, — ^ 
an angel holding on to a balustrade, or a Della 
Robbia plaque, to be grimed and stained by 
London smoke. 13ut I rejoice that when we build 
the sepulchre of a prophet to whom we would 
not listen, we should do it in our owm solid and 
commercial spirit, reckoning his reputation as a 
national asset, and grudging him to other nations, 
not because we prize his sweet and noble spirit, 
but because he brings money and credit into the 
country ; just as the townsmen of Assisi hurried 
St. Francis home that he might die there, not 
because they could not bear that others should 
see his pain, or for love of his parting smiles, but 
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because they wanted to have authentic miracles 
of their own 

The father of John Ritskin \va*» a iiiiin ot ‘^teihng 
virtue, an exctlknl in in of Imsiness, a winc- 
inei chant, as his lather was befoie hiia. With 
this ditfcience, that liis father lost a foitune and 
died insolvent ; while the son not only paid his 
fatliei's debts, but left a foitune of luaily two 
hundied thousand pound''. Hut he was not only 
‘'an cntuelv honest uicuhant," as the nisei iption 
on hts tomb iiiiis, he was also a man i>f taste 
and serious culture, a lovci of good books and 
pictures and seeneiy, and tiansmitted to his son 
a deep and peifeetK natuial passion foi beautiful 
thingb .ind beautiful thoughts. The motbci must 
be confessed to have been a gum figure, with an 
uiteiise devotion to her home ciide, and an un- 
concealed contempt for the sloppine-.s of people 
in general. Kuskin gave many tcndci and huino- 
roub remuusLeiices of hci m lalei life. He 
wrote once of her I don’t think women wcie 
in geneial meant to leason. I iie\ei knew hut 
one rational woman in my life, and tint is my 
own mother (when one doesn t talk about actors 
or Mr Gladstone, or anybody she has taken an 
antipathy to).” He recorded too that he had often 
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seen his mother travelling from sunrise to sunse^, 
of a summer's day without ever leaning back in th<fy 
carnage. And he wrote in Prateriia : Whenever!. 
I did anything wrong or stupid or hard-hearted — 
and I have done many things that were all three}' 
— my mother always said, ' It is tiecause you were-^ 
too much indulged.’ " 

Much that is tedious has been written about the'; 
origin of the family — tedious, because at present 
we know so little .about heredity and descent. 
Some day, no doubt, when Mcndelisra and 
eugenics are perfected, we shall breed a genius, 
as easily as we breed a greyhound. And doubt-' 
less the secret of Kuskin's greatness is hidden 
safely enough in his austere pedigree. But there 
are one or two points of real interest about it. 
The name it.self is of doubtful origin ; and it 
matters little whether it is the same word as. 
Erskine, or a mere nickname, Rougliskin, or • 
whether it is a diminutive, meaning the little red 
man. But it falls under the law which seems to 
assign to English men of genius quamt, striking^'" 
or beautiful names — and th% is especially true.' 
of great writers ; there is hardly a great Eng-.', 
lish writer who has not borne a seemly name. 

And then too there is another point. Ruskin . 
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was ttie son of first cousins. This is apt to pro- 
'doce disasters of constitution, but it also produces 
greatness, for the simple reason that such an 
origin tends to accentuate and emphasise whatever 
qualities are there, by simple accumulation. If 
Kusktn owed to his birth the terrible mental 
collapse of his later life, it was perhaps the n.itur.il 
price he paid for his force and swiftness of spirit. 
And in this respect men of a later dale, coinfurt- 
abiy fiattenod out by eugenics into an even paste ' 
of virtue and efficiency, may look back with .i 
romantic regret to the days when irregularities of 
.temperament were made possible by our want of 
sense and knowledge. 

Tlien, too, Ruskin was three parts Scotch, and 
what is more. Lowland Scotch. It cannot be 
mere chance that so many of our most forcible 
later writers, such as Carlyle and Walter Scott and 
Stevenson, have been sealed of the same tribe. 

I believe myself that the temperament of the Low- 
land Scotch is at once fieiy and restrained, that it 
is naturally eloquent and emotional and religious, 
not sentimentally, ^t with a certain uplifted 
solemnity of heart ; and then too the Lowland 
Scotch vocabulary is a singularly rich and elastic 
one, with sill the resources of English, and with 
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many fine indigenous words. It is at least cer>’ 
tain, in Ruskin's case, that he owed much to his.; 
inflexible Biblical training, of which I will speak 
in detail later. One whose memory was so-re« ' 
tentive, and whose ear for the music of words , 
so sensitive, did indisptital:)ly gain an incredible* 
mastery of cadence and serious rhetoric from the 
restrained economy and the noble passion of - 
Scriptural traditions. To tell a story with austere 
simplicity and stately directness ; to be denun* 
ciatory without being abusive ; to be indignant 
without ever losing self-control ; not to be ashamed 
of deep and grand emotion ; never to deviate into 
commonness or verbiage — these were some of the 
things that Kuskin acquired from his Bible read- 
ing ; and this was a direct consequence of his - 
Scotch descent. 

And lastly, I have always thought it a supreme 
blessing that by birth and family he touched both 
ends of the social scale. A Scotchman never 
loses a certain pride of birth, however menial his 
state may be. Ruskin could trace his descent to 
more than one barotiial family — the blood of old ■ 
Robin Adair ran in his veins ; but his grandmother 
kept an inn at Croydon ; his aunt was married V 
a baker of the same place ; his father's sister 
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married a tanner of Perth. 1 have a feeling that 
.Rttskin did not quite like the homeliness of these 
associations ; but with a line sort of loyalty he 
not only did not disguise the facts, but put them 
prominently and literally forward. And ic was 
perhaps the best point about his sheltered and 
secluded upbringing, that he was brought so 
closely into contact with simple people and lowly 
ways. It gave him an enormous power of making 
friendships rather than condescending alliances 
with servants and ordinary folk, and taught him 
to recognise that refined feeling and generous 
qualities arc not the private property and the 
monopoly of well-to-do persons. Of course in 
these democratic days we know that “ the rank is 
but the guinea-stamp ’* ; but how many of us .act 
upon it ? How many of us would sincerely prefer 
to be befriended by a high-minded greengrocer 
rather than to be tolerated by a commonplace 
Viscount? There is a good deal of feudal deference 
in our subconscious instincts still — and the melan- 
choly fact remains that we follow very faithfully 
the scriptural precept to make to ourselves friends 
*of the mammon of unrighteousness ; and if we fail, 
^ithere are always the everlasting habitations ! 

The point really is that Ruskin, by being 
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brought np in a simple household, where th<f; 
servants were friends rather than hired assistaittl,' 
and having itever learnt to keep his distance) did' 
undoubtedly learn what lich people often do not 
learn, to meet men and women of every class on' 
perfectly equal and natural terms ; and made 
friends accordingly with all, as far as it was in his 
power to make friends. For what strikes one as 
much as anything about Kuskin is that, in spite of 
his charm and grace and eager courtesy, he w'as 
an essentially lonely man ] partly because of his 
dreams — a dreamer can never be very intimate 
with others— and partly too because he gave his 
heart away to beauty ; and we have none of us 
more than a certain amount of love to give away. 
'I'hus the artist who must put not his mind only 
but his heart into his work must always have 
something incommunicable about him, beyond 
the reach of human fellowship. 

In most respects, at first sight, there w’as nothing 
characteristically Scotch about Ruskin ; the typical 
Scot is apt to be a httlc grim, a little unapproach-^ 
able ; genial he can be after a solid fashion ; 
but he has little of the emotional abandon of 
the Celt, and little of the sentimentality of the 
Englishman. A character in the Frogs of Arts- 
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when he thinks he is being unreason- 
ably dictated to, says: Don’t come trespassing 

• * 

^.dtt my mind — you have a house of your 
f-ihwn." And the typical Scot has the same de- 
/tachment. lie will never, for instance, allow 
emotion to invade business. lie is canny, in 
fact. But Kuskin was not supcrlicially canny. 

■ He met people, young and old alike, with a 
delightful welcome and open arms. He had 

. an almost caressing address, and a cordial sweet- 
ness of manner. He was quixotically generous 
about money ; there can have been few men 
who have ever given away in their lifetime so 
l^ge a fortune. But there ^was a good deal of 
.^ograatism and sternness liehind, as his letters 
abundantly show ; he had no slobbering charity 
for the world, or for the mistakes and failures 

■ of humanity. He was a merciless judge of frailty, 
and had the saeva indigttaUo of the satirist. He 

. was, too, in his w.ay a wary man of business ; 
.be made in later years as large an income by 
books as he would have detived,from his 
V<depvted capital. He trod the narrow path 
^ Jb^tween sentiment and silliness, saving himself 
the former by causticity and from the latter 
'Vby dryness. He did many things that seimid 
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alien to common sense, but when he let himself; 

go it was rather in the direction of condemnation 

than in the direction of forgiveness. He 

more on the side of punishment and obedience 

than on the side of rewards and freedom. And 

then, too, he had the spirit of loyalty and fidelity 

to lost causes and forlorn hopes, the spirit that 

has come out again and again in Scotch history. 

And thus the result of our investigation is that 

though a man of genius is a unique thing, and 

must be judged on his own merits, yet there are 

a good many traceable elements in the character 

and temperament of Kuskin which he owed to 

* 

his race and to his nationality. 


3 

I shall not here attempt to tell the story of 
Kuskin's early life in any detail. My chief reason 
is that it has been told with such inimitable grace 
and felicity in his Praaterita that it is impossible 
to retell it. But a few points must be noted. 
When he was four years old, his portrait was 
painted by Norlhcote, the R.A., of whom he in- " 
quired, after sitting for a few minutes, why there 
were holes in the carpet ; and when the little 
boy was asked by the old painter what he woul4 . 
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have as the background, he said blue hills," 
which is a significant leply. lie was fond, too, 
of preaching sermons fiom a convenient chair- 
back. , “People, be good," ran the hrst sttitcnce 
of the first refolded addiess. It was what he 
was saying foi the icst of his life, though he 
varied the ixpicssion a little * 

A few woids must be said as to his education ; 
It was absolutely unconveiUion il, and though 
human tenipci ament has a way of sui vicing a 
good many lough cxpciimcnts in communicating 
bias, it IS impossible not to see that his nurture 
atiected him In one lespcct his upbtmging 
■was ascetic. He had \eiy few 1o\s, he had 
.to learn to amuse himsclt on the simplest lines; 
he was soundly whipped whenever he w is naughty 
or wilful, and he was shelteied to an extiaordinaiy 
extent fiom all extcinnl infiiienccs. lie sa^s 
that he never saw Ins parents lose then tempei 
or heaid their voices raised in angei, ot saw 
even a glance of nutation pass between them, 
but that he suffered fiom having nothing to 
love. He states that he no mote loved Ins 
parents than he would the sun and raoun They 
were just a pait of the order of tlie univeise. 
But people cannot be taught love, any more 
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than they can be pi evented from loving;, and 
it IS cleat that his preternatural activity of 6b- 
servation and intelligence were what really drained 
Ills emotions. He read the Bible with his mother, 
chaptei by chapter ; whethci they were gene- 
alogical or improper, it mattered nothing. He 
was taught to diaw, and he was dangerously 
encouraged to write. The day u.is seldom long 
enough for all he had to do He wrote poetry 
and diaries and compilations. Indeed, through 
the whole of his early life his bent and his 
ambitions «eie poetical, though he hatdly ever 
wiote a line of veise which is woith preserving on 
its intiinsic meats. He had no poetical inventiod 
whatevei, and very little sense of rhythm. He 
had constant illnesses, and was never sent to 
school ; and he thus lived a very comfortable 
and self-centred life with the two elderly patents, 
saved from discontent by intense .activnty of mind 
and gicat sweetness of disposition. Ihs father's 
health was not good ; he travelled constantly, 
both for business and p'easure, collecting ordiirs 
fur shell y, and visiting scenes and places of 
Intel est Kuskin gained in this atn osphere one 
remarkable characteristic, the power of applying 
himself to his work w'lth complete absoiption, 
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wherever he might happen to be. flis father 
intended him for the Church, and hoped to see 
him a Bishop ; but he was to preach to a larger 
audience than a diocese could afford, and on 
wider lines than those of orthodox Anglicanism. 
But besides all this dilettante literature and sketch- 
ing, he worked seriously enough at problems 
of geok)gy and mineralogy. And he lived too 
in an atmosphere of culture ; the family had 
moved out of London to Herne Mdl, then a 
pleasant leafy suburb on the edge of the open 
country. His father bought pictures, and en- 
tertained artists and interesting people in a quiet 
way. It was a thoroughly precocious childhood, 
but one dares not say what should have been 
altered. Probably he lived too much with his 
elders, and thus acquired a certain touch of old- 
maidishness which never left him, 'Ihere was 
lacking an element, not of virility, but of mas- 
culinity ; and then too his mental activity was 
perilously stimulated. Perhaps the irritability 
of brain wliich worked havoc in his later life 
was partly caused by his prodigifjus precocity ; 
but on the other liand the atmosphere of school 
life might have given him conventional standards 
and taken the edge off his originality; and 



HUSKIN 


i8 

one is thankful for the net rtoult, whatever 
drawbacks may have been. 

As he wrote in PreeterUa : — 

•• I was different, be it once more said, from 
other children even of my own type, not so , 
much in the actual nature of the feeling, but 
in the mixture of it, 1 had, in my little clay 
pitcher, vialfuls, as it were, of Wordsworth's re-; 
verence, Shelley's sensitiveness. Turner's accuracy,- ' 
all in one. A snowdrop was to me, as to Words- ' 
worth, part of the Sermon on the Mount ; but 
1 never should have written sonnets to the- 
celandine, because it is of a coarse yellow, and 
imperfect form." 

He fell deeply in love at the age of seventeen 
with the daughter of his father's partner, Mr. 
Domecq. Addle Domecq was a French girl, 
brought up in the best Parisian society, and a 
Roman Catholic. She and her sister came to stay 
at Herne Hill, and Ruskin fell a victim to a 
Byronic passion, accompanied by intense self- 
consciousness. The lively girls thought the clever 
boy rather a queer creature, and could not makC- 
him out ; but it was a serious and devastatinjj^, 
business, lasting for three years, and the re$qlt„ 
was a serious breakdown in health with symptom^> 
of consumption, ;; 
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. ' Meanwhile he had been entered at Christ 
Church ; and here again his parents behaved with 
"icharacteristic prudence. He wasmade aGentleman- 
ccanmoner, which threw him into the society of 
..the richest and most fashionable undergraduates ; 
and his mother came up to Oxford to look after 
him. The danger was that he would become a 
^gantic joke ; but his amazing simplicity and 
charm triumphed over all obstacles. He was 
half tolerated and half petted ; but he made firm 
friends both among younger and older men ; he 
won the Newdigate Prize Poem, and he plunged 
into print in the region of artistic controversy. 
He described his view of the Oxford life very 
characteristically in Prfrtenta : — 

I am amused, as I look back, in now per- 
ceiving what an :csthetic view I had of all my 
tutors and companions — how consistently they 
took to me the aspect of pictures, and how 1 from 
the first declined giving any attention to th(»se 
which were not well painted enough. My ideal 
of a tutor was founded on what Holbein or Diircr 
had represented in Erasmus or MelanChthon, or, 
even more solemnly, on Titian’s Magnificoes or 
Bonifazio’s Bishops. No presences of that kind 
appeared either in Tom or Peckwater ; and even 
Doctor Pusey (who also never spoke to me) w'as 
not in the least a picturesque or tremendous 
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figure, but only a sickly and rather ill pot together.!' 
English clerical gentleman, who never looked one 
in the face, or appeared aware of the state of th^ 
weather.” 

It was at this time that his father began to buy 
Turner’s pictures, and Ruskin made the acquaint* 
ance of the great artist whose fame he was 
afterwards to establish on so secure a basis. He 
wrote : — 

“ 1 found in him a somewhat eccentric, keen* 
mannered, matter-of-fact, English-minded gentle- 
man ; good-natured evidently, bad-tempered 
evidently, hating humbug of all sorts, shrewd, 
perhaps a little selfish, highly intellectual, the 
powers of the mind not brought out with any 
delight in their manifestations, or intention of 
display, but flashing out occiisionally in a word 
or a look.” 

The account of his early years forms an 
extraordinary record of vigour and enthusiasm ; 
but all this was suspended by his breakdown in 
health, caused undoubtedly by his love affair, and , 
thus there fell on him in the middle of all his 
prosperity the first initiation into suffering of 
body and mind, the first taste of the cup of which 
he was afterwards to drink so deep. But he. 
recovered, and finished his time at Oxford ; and 
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; it was then he learnt, as if by accident, his first 
lesson in that principle of art which he was 
afterwards to extol so matchlessly. It came in 
a drawing-lesson, where he made a study of an 
ivy tendril. Up to that time he had instinctively 
submitted to the artistic fallacy of the day, which 
treated artistic material as a thing to be manipu- 
lated and composed on conventional lines. It 
struck him that nature was not to be improved 
upon, and that absolute sincerity and fidelity were 
the first articles of the artistic creed. With what 
matchless rhetoric he persuaded himself and 
pthers to believe that Turner, who idealises 
landscape beyond all power of recognition and 
identification, was the supreme exponent of this 
principle, we shall sec later. Hut this little 
incident was the first step on the ladder that he 
was about to climb, and must be allowed its 
due significance. And it was then that he aban- 
doned all his dilettante pursuits. lie made no 
more of his old composed drawings ; he flung his 
.pencil aside. “ A few careful studies of grass- 
blades and Alpine-rose bells ended my Proutism, 
and my trust in drawing things out of my head 
for ever." He took up the task of vindicating 
the heroism of art ; and he determined to show 
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the world that the foundations of art were 
binccnty and It nth. 


Thus then at the age of tnenty-three, this 
young man, with hts mind as clear as light, and 
as full of eaget \igour as a mountain stream, sat 
down in a lightheai ted fashion to wnte one of 
the gicat books of the century — great not so 
much for its artistic petmanciuc of form as for 
its diiving and inspiring fotcc fie wrote it in 
joy ind delight, conscious of stiength and puiity, 
and this is wiitten lirgc o\er the pigc. He gav^ 
up all idia of being a bishop, and he icfused 
disdainfully to enter the sheii\ business. And 
what was it that he intended to do? Me meant, 
fust of all, in MmUm Pawhts, to take a little 
thesis; to prove at the outset tint 'lurner was 
light in what he saw and what he drew of 
nature, and that most other painters had been 
wrong How* little he knew of other painters 
he WMS to show befote long; but at present 
hts equipment w.is this; he knew' the works of 
a few English artists well, such as Gainsborough, 
Cox, de Wint, Copley Piclding, Pi out, and Con- 
stable. He had seen too a good many English 
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gatteries, and he knc\^ what of oldei landscape 
artibts the patrons of art conspired to adniiie 
— Salvator Rosa, Gaspai Poussin, Claude, and 
Hobbema. And he meant to dispose once and 
for all, as he sajs m a line invective, of ‘‘the 
various V'an sonielhings and Hack somethings, 
more ebpccially and m ilignantly those who have 
libelled the sea. All this he intended to ovei- 
thiow and S4.t right ; and he mcint too to lay 
down a mw anti a comprehensive philosophy 
of art. 

He wrote the book at Heine Hill in the early 
^inotnings and foi half tin di) , and he lead it 
aloud, in simple ciiildlikt lashion, to papa and 
mamma, and letened with oiitw.ud dcfeiencc 
then admit ing iriticisnis. 

The hist piinciplc that lie states and main* 
tains IS that of Truth and hidility. He says 
that all the evil ot the oldti landsc.ipe ait has 
arisen from the painter indenvouiing to modify 
the works of God, '‘casting the shadow of him- 
self on all that he sets’’ liut if this* fidelity weit 
all, art would become a mere imitation, and the 
photographer would be the best artist Kuskin 
begins by showing that you do not see all that 
you think you sec. If you ^ce a buck wall at 
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a distance, you know it ib a brick wall, and there* 
fore in a spirit of fidelity you set to work to paint 
the bricks ; but you do not actually see them. 
What you have i eally to paint is the effect W'hich 
a brick wall has on the eye at a distance, that 
effect that makes you infci that it is made of 
biick^, even though you cannot see them ; and 
he tells the story of a naval olfacer objecting to 
a picture by Turner of a man*of-wai at a dis* 
tmee, that there were no poit holes — the fact 
being that at a distance you cannot see the 
poi t-holes. 

But the othei side of the thc'sis is that the 

c 

tiue aitist must select and combine, but never 
saciihcc icility If you set yourself to paint all 
that you see, >ou might spend a long lifetime 
on a single picture, and tease it uiihiiished at 
the end “ I'lieie is . . more ideality," he 
wiott, “in a gieat aitist’s selection and tieat* 
incnt of loadbide wcedb and brook-wotn pebbles, 
than in all the stiuggling caricatuics of the meaner 
mind, which heaps its foiegtound with colossal 
columns and hcivcs impossible mouniainb into 
the encumbered sks 

But lietc we are met b\ a difficulty at the 
outset ; it begs the question to say that an artist 
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mlist not cast his own shadow on his works, if 
tte next moment it is maintained that the strength 
•of the artist lies in his power of selection and com- 
bination. The real truth is that no one exactly 
knows what lies behind the pleasure of art ; or 
rather that it is so complicated a pleasure, and 
lies so much in the taste and power of the re- 
cipient, that it is impossible to lay down exact 
rules. What really matters is the quality of the 
mind that selects and interprets, and the charm 
which invests his skill. Art may be intensely life- 
like without being like life. What makes the 
difference is the personality of the artist, the way 
in whicli he interprets nature, and the emotions 
he can arouse by his presentation of it. 

What somewhat vitiates the principles enun- 
ciated by Kuskin is that he admired Turner so 
intensely that he could not sec his faults — indeed 
he loved them. Kuskin takes occasion, for in- 
stance, to praise the foregrounds of Turner, the 
figures and the detail. He scoffs at Claude for 
making the people in the foregrounds of his pic- 
tures principally occupied in carrying* red trunks 
with locks about. But as a matter of fact the 
figures in Turner’s foregrounds are often grotesque 
. and ridiculous, and the detail childishly inaccurate 
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and absurd. Tlic glory of Turner is in his vast 
sweep of mellow distances, indicating, by some 
subtle magic, foiest and leafy hill and sunlit glade 
and winding river ; in the inci edible spaciousne!>s 
of his air, the secret gold uf his cloud-veiled sunS, 
the prodigal splendour uf dawning or waning light. 
And Turner by his amazing assiduity and untiring 
observition, by years of hourly l.ibour and by 
unerring hdehty of memoiy, saw and piesenteda 
whole host of things thit no aitist seems ever 
to have dared to see, much less to p unt before. 
The pcivcisitv of Kuskin lay not in his praising 
Turner, but iii his discrediting the woik of those 
othei gie.it aitists cicli of whom, except perhaps 
Salvatoi Rosa, who is a merely melodramatic 
scene paintci, has his own chaini 

luiner left two gieat pictures by his w'lll to the 
National Gallery, with the condition that they 
should be hung side by side with two great 
Claudes, with the intention that his own work 
should gam b} juxtaposition with what was so 
false and unreal, bor a tune, no doubt, the 
patient shccplike gazci obediently saw all the glory 
of Turnei and all the vileness of Claude which 
Kuskin bade him sec. Hut now any one who will 
look calmly at the two, will see that the Claudes 
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have an incuinparahle charm of their own. The 
> golden sunlight of a great sunimct da\ f tils with a 
mellow richness on \alc and piomoniory, w’heie 
the waves lap gently m the hirc-hung bays 
There is a sense of meditative content about the 
whole, the h ippy weatincss thit thinks giatefiilly 
of the end of labour and the coming in of the 
night. The scene is full of incouiiminicablc 
romance, the ruined grass-giown tcmplis, the 
embattled villas, the dim hgiucs of men and 
women all have a life of the 11 own, if one could 
but peaetrafe its secret. To denj the charm of 
Claude is to deny the sense of lomaiice, the powti 
of imaginitiun which can build i wistful die on 
of what life could have bem like, b> disicg.udiug 
for the moment the h ushci cicim nts, and leaving 
only the puie ind beaity hiuntcd visions in which 
hope and memoi> aic so iich, but which oui 
human woild, with its strmgc idmistuie of pain 
and darkness, make it so luid to realise and rctim 
The real fact was, and it may at once be stated, 
that Ruskin was not largely endowed with imigi 
nation. He had so cleat a vision foi the pucisc 
and definite forms of beauty vv> ’ch he could see, 
the world was to him so rich and vaiious, that he 
did not or could not enter into the piomisc of 
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poetry. If this is not clearly understood, one is. 
under an entire misconception, both of his powers 
and his limitations. His strength lay in his 
intense perception of what was there ; but he was- 
a moralist and not a poet ; he had little sense of 
symbols, he had little touch of music in his com* 
position. He saw the light on things so clearly, 
that he did not see the hidden light that falls 
through things. I was only interested,” he 
wrote, “by things near me, or at least clearly 
visible and present.” He paid a heavy penalty for 
this in his days of later darkiicss ; but in those 
early days, the rapture of light and colour and 
form so iilled his heart and mind, that he did 
not see those further secrets which can only be 
guessed at and perceived, hardly shared or uttered, 
but the truth of which, if a man has once 
tasted them, has a sacredness that is beyond all 
words. 

What further did he set himself to do ? No less, 
as I have said, than to make a reasoned philosophy 
of all art. And he did this, not in a loose or 
vague way, but arguing like Aristotle and Euclid, 
as cogently and strictly as he knew how. Now it. 
seems to me that though here he attempted an 
impossibility, it was all on the right lines; it is 
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only by the application of the scientific method to 
psychological things that we can penetrate human 
psychology ; and though one may not be wholly 
convinced by Ruskin's reu'^oning, it is good to 
send one's mind to school with him. He sets out 
with a large scheme, as Plato, in the ICtpndlic, set 
out to analyse the nature of Justice. We end, 
perhaps, when we have read the Rrpub/ic, by 
knowing little more about justice than when we 
began. We feel like St. Augustine, who replied 
to the pert question, ** What is Time “ 1 know 
when you do not ask me/’ But we have caught 
glimpses of many beautiful things as we proceed. 
The force of Ruskin's work lies not in the argu- 
ment, which is inconclusive enough, but in the 
shower of stimulating and cnlighlening tilings he 
lets fall by the way. These pages of close reason- 
ing are relieved at intervals by passages (»f won- 
derful and luscious beauty, those gnat musical 
sentences, so full of colour and movement, so clear 
and sweet of cadence, whicli dapple the sun- 
scorched path as with a burst of shade and 
bloom. It was this which gave the book its 
appeal; and Ruskin used to ti*mplain that the 
public loved his pretty sentences and cared no- 
thing for his principles. It was true enough ; the 
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sentences were amazingly beautiful, the principle*' 
wete dry and inconclusive 

Let me quote one instance, in passing, of the sort 
of admit able sidelight he throws upon art. He 
says that the untrained mind is unduly impressed 
by the first sketch, the beginnings of the picture. 
That five chalk touches bring a head to hfe, and 
that no other five touches in the course of the 
sketch Mill ever do so much. Hut he shows 
clearly enough that the tiained onlookei is not 
thus misled, and that the tiuc appieciation of art 
lies 111 the recognition of the intellectual and 
technical power thiit completes and develops the 
picture. 

The faist volume of Modem Painters ivas pub- 
lished by the f.itliei s advice anonymously — “by 
a giaduate of Oxfoid." It won an instant re- 
cognition Tennvson, Sydney Smith, Sir Henry 
Taylor agteed Unit here ivas a new spiut and a 
new \oicc. The world found out the seciet, and 
laid hands on the authoi ; .iiid Ruskin began to 
leaiii the truth of the famous saying which he 
aften\aids uttcicd, that the nitut must fit himself 
in all WMys tor the best society, and then must 
abjtiie it. 

And then there came a sudden revulsion. He ' 
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ivent to the Louvre 111 1844, and there suddenly 
burst upon him the knowledgei which he had 
never previously suspected, of the greatness of 
the Venetian scliool of Italian painters — Titian, 
Veronese, Bellini. He rushed to Ital> in the 
following yeai, and began a fierce study of 
mediaeval art ; and he did not merely look and 
observe — he drew, day after day. fot eight or nine 
hours, copying pictures and ticscoes. And then 
all in a moment he saw the Tintorettos at Venice, 
and the curient of his future life was altered: it 
was an artistic corner sion. He realised, 111 an 
instant, that the art of the sisteenth century w<is 
supremely and iindtniably great, when, by all his 
ingrained leligioiis theories, it ought to have been 
base and vile. He had been brought up in the 
slrailest evangelicalism, and sincerely believed tliat 
any ait based upon or 'springing from Catholic 
influences must be inhcicntlv degt«idcd. U was 
not the realisation of Italian ait gencially, but 
of the art of the Renaissance in piiticular, which 
knocked his early theories to pieces. We must 
not too hastily blame him for r.ishness and cire- 
lessness. Nowadays, with all the photographs 
aod reproductions of great pictures w'hich arc 
accessible to all, it rs possible for the most 
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sedentary person to form some idea of the varied 
treasures of Italian art. But all this was non- 
existent then ; indeed it is Ruskin’s influence that 
is mainly responsible for the change. 

A( Venice he took a fever, and a time of 
lutrrible depression followed. And now for the 
first time in his life he says he had the ex- 
perience of intense and agonised prayer to God, 
a prayer which was instantly answered. But 
this sense of a direct relation with God did not 
last, and lie drifted away into the “ darkness of 
the Underworld." 

It imist be remembered, as I have said, that 
he had been brought up in the severest evangeli- 
calism. lie had been continually linding out the 
liiiiilations and inconsistencies, and even errors, 
of the old grim creed ; and now he wrote patheti- 
cally ; “It seemed to me quite sure since my 
downfall of heart . . . that I had no p.irt nor lot 
in the privileges of the saints ; but, on the con- 
trary, had such share only in the things of God as 
well-conducted beasts and serenely minded birds 
had.” 

And then he plunged into the second volume 
of Modern Painters, which he said was written 
“ at the moulting-time " of his life, and drew out 
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the theory of beauty. But it was characteiistic 
Ojf Ruskin that though the icvelation of lUlian 
art had knocked his furmet theory to bitb, ho 
nevei thought of abjuiiiig it, or of leconstructing 
a new thco’y. He only attempted to tit in to 
the old scheme thi new principles, with what 
confusion of thought ni.ij be seen in tint second 
volume. 'Ihc book is not c.isy leading, it is 
closely and iigidlv aigiicd, with some ni^takcs 
m fact, but with a inane IIous copiousncs of 
illustration. lie wes Irjing, on the Aristote- 
lian method, in the m tuner of Lockt, and m 
the style of llookci, to aiguc piinciplcs out of 
facts. His aim was to present a theory of Beauty 
—perhaps the most chihciilt Hung in the wroild, 
because it IS so impossible to ^cc into otlui 
people's minds in such 1 mittei> 01 to know 
what they admiie and why this admiic it. Ihc* 
perception of beauty is all such i subjective thing, 
and bound up with tiaditions and associations, 
that it IS next to impossible to generalise at all 
about it, bcc uise half ones tuts miA^t he drawn 
from one’s own experience, lul who can say 
what inhciitance of use and cireumstanec miy 
not dictate the limits of oni own tiste and dis- 

ta$te? Take for a simple instance tin ideals of 

( 
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Japanese art. In the case of details like flowere.^ 
or leaves, insects or birds, it is obvious that a-.' 
Japanese artist is trying to draw what he seeei \ 
and to catch what he thinks beautiful in them, \ 
But Japanese artists have inherited a tradition of ' 
representation which makes one wonder if indeed 
they sec at all what we sec. The flatness of the 
whole design, the lack of depth and perspective 
and shadow, compel us to recognise that they 
are on the look-out for a set of qualities that we 
do not see, and unconsciously neglecting a whole 
set of qualities, on which to our own mind the 
whole lifelikeness of a picture depends. The 
only evidence which w'e can quote in our own 
favour, is that a photograph seems nearer to an 
English picture than it is to a Japanese. The 
great bare streaks and patches of a Japanese 
picture, which make the w’liolc look like a mosaic 
of suspended vignettes — the treatment of water, n 
with indigo streaks and spongy crumpled foam,' 
with no indication of motion or depth or con- , 
tinuity; these things make us see that there are } 
different conventions in the art of different'; 
nations, and that we expect in a picture, not ' 
what we see in nature, but what we have learnt to *' 
expect on a canvas. But Kuskin was not daunted 
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"hj such considerations ; he had observed so 
llluchf drawn it so faithfully and loved it so in- 
tensely, that he was quite ready to evolve a theory 
of beauty out of his own consciousness. And thus 
the book is nut really a philosophical treatise, but 
a close analysis of his own sensations, the whole 
written with a vehemence and an intellectual 
passion that make it .at all events aji extremely 
.sug{»estive document. The theory is all dominated 
by Ruskin’s hitherto unshaken i elisions sense. 
He accounts for onr sense of beauty by referring 
it to the attributes of (lod. Kuskin knew far 
more about (»od in those davs than he dared to 
know later; and the treati'^e leally puts art on 
a moral basis, by referrin^j it to the “heavenward 
duty" of mankind. But Ku.skin haled meta- 
physics — he had l)eeii saved by Dr, Johnson, lie 
once said, from beiiki; caught in tlie cobwebs of 
German metaphysics, or sloughed in the English 
drainage of Theism. And thus he s\ve)>t specu- 
lation aside, and laid down the principle that 
beauty is the bread of the snul, and that we must 
advance, as we live on, from what is brilliant to 
Wh^t is pure. And so he was led to the 
conclusion that a false-hearted anri impious man 
could not be a great imaginative painter. This 
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judgment must be here quoted, because of all 
Riiskin's dclibciatc judgments it is perhaps OIMS 
tiiat Ins done (urn most harm as an aesthetic 
philosopher, since it is a judgment that is directly 
opposed to facts ; and it is opposed to facts, 
liecatise it takes no account whatever of the 
stiange admixtuie of good and evil in so many 
h\cs, and most of all in the lives of artists.' A 
mill ni ly see what is glorious and pure, and 
rt pi (.sent it, if he has skill of hand and eye ; but 
he iTia) also see whit is heiutifiil without being 
pure, and be sonowfu'b (.inlaicd by it: and 
jierhaps some of the liiust of all ait is liorne out 
of that \ctv struggti. Whit would Huskin have 
made, if lit hut known it, of the sti inge grossness 
and loaisctiLss ol fibre that la> beneath (he life 
of his bclosed Turner * When he did learn it, 

I itei in, he found Imiiself niuble to wide the 
lifi of the ailist, .is he had jilinned to do. Of 
cuuise ntitliei lofts iniigination 1101 technical 
skill — wdiicli demands foi its continuous strength 
and cleat ness tin. snupluity of the .iseetic and tho 
training of an athlete — cm be exp-'cted from a 
man liopeks'-K abinduncd to -ensuality. To 
achieve masiety, whetliei of thought or .irl, a man 
must be self resti allied and ttmpeiale. We hatm 
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ft way of Hnulin}* oui use of the w<ircl sin to sms 
of the body ; but sim, of the miiul und he.iil 
We class with j>olitic.il <.unie as hardly disci edit- 
able misdcmcanoui s. And indeed the j»looniy 
pride of Michelan^'elo, the act id iiiitiibility of 
Beethoven, did not m.u the spiutuality of their 
art. 


5 

Ten ycMis wiic to pass betoic llic volumes 
Ilf. and IV. of Modent Paiutiis were to see ihi* 
light ; and they Mere the veais of Ruskm's life 
of. which MO know the Icist. Tfie family had 
moved to a liiger house on Deninaik Hill, a 
big villa, Mith se^Cll aire* of garden and paddock, 
with glass-houses and stables, foMl houses and 
piggeiics, where the pigs “spoke excellent lush " ; 
but all this Mas the natural enough < onsequenre 
of glowing Mcaltli — foi old Mi. Kiiskin was iiom 
Tjccomiiig a vei \ i ich man. Yet the eh inge lmvc 
but little pioportionate ple.isuic to any of the 
three that had come fiom the siinplei delights 
of Herne Hill. Riiskin hini^If passed through 
ft time of much despondency. And one un- 
happy episode cannot be wholly pas'ed over, 
though he never said a word of it himself in 
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his own autobiography. He married in 1848, / 
half thoughtlessly, half wilfully, the daughter 
of old family friends, a girl, Euphemia Gray; 
for whom some years before he had written' 
his charming allegory, The King of the Golden 
River. It was a marriage only in name. There 
was little in common between the pair, Mrs. 
Ruskin’s interests being mainly social and 
personal. 

They settled in London, and Ruskin wrote the 
Seven Lamps of Archilecitirc, which may be held 
to have had a stronger practical effect on Eng- 
lish architcctur.al art than any other of his 
writings: it shook conventional ideas rudely and. 
roughly about. The Seven Lamps, which he 
confessed he had great difficulty in not making 
into eight or nine, are seven great moral qualities 
—Truth, Beauty, Power, Sacrifice, Obedience, 
Labour, and Memory. The one cardinal 
principle was that buildings ought to look what 
they are, and to serve their purpose ; that it is. 
.an architect’s business to decorate construction' 
and not to construct decoration. These aniiJ , 
other like principles have become so much ^ a 
matter of course, that one is apt to forget hoW'- 
novel and how precise they were at the time,^: 
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and from what unmeaning muddle of false ideas 
they rescued us. The art which Ruskiii selected 
<0 praise as innately beautiful was the art of 
Italian fourteenth-century Gothic. 1 believe myself 
that it will be seen some <lay that the book, by 
its force and vehemence, caused an artificial 
interruption or suspension of the development 
of our native architecture. The novels of Walter 
Scott and the Oxford Movement had cut sliarply 
across the classical ideals so nobly initialed by 
Wren, but which in tlie distracted apathy of the 
eighteenth century — its greedy materialism, its 
ugly indifference to the arts of peace — had be- 
come every year more tame and dull. Hut it 
was an interruption for all that, and the mid- 
\nctorian Gothic is a very shallow ripple on the 
tide of art. Wc seem to be feeling our way 
at present, through great restlessness and wilful- 
ness, In a style of wliicli classical ait is the 
ground-work. This might have been done 
earlier, but fi)r Ruskin and Pugin ; but English 
architecture was indeed a valley of dry bones, 
which needed a shaking and a sorting before 
they could stand upon their feel. 

1 will here quote a description of the life lived 
at Denmark Hill, written by a strange pietisfic 
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artist called Janies Sraetham, who never fulfilled 
the promise of his youth. 

** * I walked there/ writes Smelham, < through 
the wintry weatlier, and got in about dusk. One 
or two gossiping details will interest you before I 
give you what I care for ; and so I will tell you 
that he has a large house with a lodge, and a 
valet and footman and coachman, and grand 
rooms glittering with pictures, chielly Turner's, 
and that his father and mother live with him, or 
he with them. His father is a tine old gentleman, 
who has a lot of bushv grey hair, and eyebrows 
sticking up all rough and knowing, with a com- 
fortable way of coming up to you with his hands 
in his pockets, and making yoti comfortable, and^ 
saying, in answer to your remark, that John's " 
prose works are pretty good. His mother is a 
ruddy, dignified, richly-dressed old gentlewoman 
of seventy-five, who knows Chamonix better than 
Camberwell ; evidently a good old lady, with the 
Christian Tnasury tossing about on the table. 
She puls <']ohn’' down, and holds her own 
opinions, and flatly contradicts him ; and he re- 
ceives all her opinions with a soft reverence jind 
gentleness that is pleasant to witness. 

< I wish 1 could reproduce a good impression of^ 
''John’' for you, to give you the notion of his 
" perfect gentleness and lowlinood/’ He certainly 
bursts out with a remark, and in a contradictious 
way, but only because he believes it, w^ith no air 
of dogmatism or conceit. He is different at 
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home from th.it which he is in a lecture before a 
mixed audience, and there i» a spiritual sweetness 
' vhl the half-timid expression of his eyes ; and in 
bowing to you, as in taking wine, with (if I heard 
aright) “ 1 drink to thcc/' he had a look that has 
followed me, a look bordering on tearful. 

‘ He spent some time in thi.^ way. Unhanging 
a Turner from the wall of a distant room, he 
brought it to the tabic and put it in my hands ; 
then we talked ; then he went up into liis study 
to fetch down some iiiiistrative print or drawing : 
in one case, a literal view wliich he had travelled 
fifty miles to make, in order to compare with the 
picture. And so he kept on gliding all over the 
.. house, hanging and unhanging, and stopping a 
few minutes to talk/*' 

But in the life of Ruskin a catastrophe was 
close at hand, lie himself was l>ored and tired 
by society, and his young wife was absorbed in it. 
In 1S53 the pair went to Scotlaiul, Millais came 
to stay with them and painted their jxirtraits. 
The face of Euphemia Ruskin may Iv seen to 
this day in the beautiful and tender picture, the 
Order of Release, where the young barefooted 
Scotch Bride, with a tranquil pride, presents tlu- 
document for the frecdoiii of her hnshaiid to the 
kindly gaoler. Not long after Mrs, Ruskin left her 
home and returned to her parents. A suit (01 
' nullity w'as brought against her husband, and was 
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not defended ; and she shortly afterwards married 
Millais. The first marriaj»e had been a mistake 
from beginning to end, and was best annulled. 
Kuskin returned to his own family circle, and 
devoted himself to his work with ever-increasing 
tenacity and perseverance. 

It was during his married life that he made his 
studies for The Slones of Venice, six hundred ejnarto 
pages of notes, as he tells us ; and the book was 
iinished in 1852. It was nolily illustrated too, 
with ciigravings done under his close super- 
intendence from his own drawings. 

'I'lie theory of the book was to teach the laws 
of constructive art, and the dependence of all 
human wrork or edifice on the happy life of the 
workman. Here is struck the first note of his 
l.iler theories of social reform. The strange thing 
is th.it Kuskin ran his theory vii>lently against 
all facts. 't'hc Parthenon, 'I'he Pantheon, St. 
Sophia’s, St. P,iur>, which will be admitted to be 
four of the finest buildings in the world, all 
sprang from periods conspicuous for moral and 
social corruption, and what is more, from periods 
when the workman was mercilessly sweated and 
mechanically coerced ; they are in fact the pro- 
duct of the rankest and most violent individualism. 
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But here again, though the root idea was a false 
one, the book is splendidly suggestive and 
urgently inspiring, William Morris summed up 
the teaching ul the book so foreiMy and enlhii- 
siastically, that 1 will <|uote liis judgment here. 
He wTote; — 

^‘The le>^son which Kuskin here teaches us is 
that art is the expression of man’s pleasure in 
labour; that it is possible for man to rejoice 
in his work, for, str.inge a^ it mav seem to us 
to-day, there have been times when he dul 
rejoice in it ; and lastly, that unless man's work 
once again becomes a pleasure to him, the token 
of whicli change will be that beauty is once again 
*a natural and necessaiy accompaniment of pro- 
ductive labour, all but the worthless must toil in 
pain, aiul therefore live in pain ... if this be 
true ... it follows that the liallowiiig of labour by 
art i.s the one aim for us at tlicr present day. It 
politics arc? to In? anytliing c'Ise Ilian an (?iiipty 
game, more exciting Imt less innocent than those* 
W'hich are confessedly games of .-nkill or chance, 
it is towards thi-^ goal <*1 tlie happiness of labour 
that they must make.*' 

But the strange thing is that at the very time 
when Kuskin was preacliing that justi'. e, mercy, 
and pure religion are the soil in wliicli great art 
flourishes, that “fidelity to the* legible laws of an 
undoubted God ” was the mainspring of .'rl, his 
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old rigid Caivinistic creed was collapsing. Hb- 
knew nothing of history, and still less of ecclesi^' 
astical history ; nothing at all of sociology. He-: 
found himself saying that Catholicism was me- 
most debasing and degrading of all creeds, while.^ 
he was being forced to uphold the fervour and.; 
sincerity of the best Catholic art. But he acted' 
characteristically enough. He saw the truth in 
a flash. A humbler man might perhaps have set 
to work to read history and study philosophy ; but 
this Ruskin could not do, and we cannot desire 
that he should have done so. The evils which 
he saw and testified against were there ; the, 
truths he upheld were there: but he had not 
the least idea of the marvellous interplay and com*, 
plexity of social and vital forces ; there was no 
middle ground for him. A quality, an age, a 
person was to Ruskin entirely and indisputably 
noble, nr hopelessly and irredeemably vile. And 
so without reflection, but with indignation and 
vehemence, he started on a crusade against alb 
religious and social and philosophical orthodoxuM^' 
and became a sorrowful prophet enough ; blit his. 
sorrow had a fruitful appeal which his dogmatiiim 
had never possessed. 
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! HAVE now tiaced the btory t>f the first three 
decades of Knskin s life, up to the a^e of thirty 
or tliei cabouts, while he was still an aif-critic. I 
>yiil now attempt to define briefly his relation to 
the art of his time ; and the point I wish to make 
clear, a point which requites to be fnmiy stated, 
is this : Kuskiii was never in the technical sense 
an art-critic at all. He wrote about art, it is true, 
and he wrote about it with considerable technical 
knowledge. lie was a real aitist himself, and he 
thus had a considerable piactical knowledge of 
the aims, the difliculties, the obstacles, the theory 
and the treatment of art. But to be a coinpie- 
hensive critic of art, and it was this which Ruskin 
undertook to be, a man must have a cimqire- 
hensive vuw <jf art — he must be ei udilr*, he must 
have a knowledge at once wide and d<-tailed , 
mtd this Ruskin did not po-«sess. Ilis acqu.iiiitaiice 
with pictorial art was partial and limited. He 
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c.’ime to the task with furious preferences and 
almost fanatical prepossessions. He knew some- 
tliing about the two great Knglish schools of art — 
portraiture and landscape. He knew a very little 
of Italian art, luit, as I have shown, there were 
whole scliools, such as the Venetian and the 
Mon iitine schools which, when he began his 
worl;, were as sealed books t«> him. He was 
intolerant of Dutch art. and of Ki t ricii and Spanish 
schools he knew nothing whatever. He ilid not 
exactly claim omniscieiue, but he claimed an 
absolute certainty and a lightnesN ot judgment 
W'hich ludlnng but (unuiscience i ould have justi- 
lied him in claiming. 

Ihit as I s.iy, he was not le.illy criticising and 
ctimparing and .malv'^ing art at all. The pictures 
he knew were Imt as glow ing brands which kindled 
Ins emotiem and his mind. Hi^ real concern W'as 
the philosopiiy of art, or lather tlie etliics of art. 
Mor.il iileas were wh^it he was in ‘search of all 
along. It may l>e said ri'iigldy th.it all idealists 
are really in .search of o ie and the same th'iig^ 
tlioiigh thevcill it by dilferen* name-. They are 
all in search of a certain tran forming and uplift- 
ing ju)wer, .soinellniiv; which may st.ind up “above 
the howling senses' ebb and ilow," some force 
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which may bnnj; maiikiiul tranquillity aiul inner 
happine>s — not .1 ii -tier's aiul iiuli>lent liappiness, 
but the happiness which c«»nu*‘- of havinij an aini 
ami a goal, a cause to liL^ht lor, a seriel to inter- 
pret. a inesMige to anivnnce. a dicain winch is 
to be brighter aial pimi than ni.itciia! di earns, a 
vision which is t - outl.i-t hie and 1 ' lic lp on the 
regener.ilit>n ot the winld. 

lie wiot<‘ long alter ot In*^ own ipiaiilic.itioiis 
as a cMtK o! art : 

‘Mf 1 have powcis fitted tot tins ta k (and I 
should not have attempted it but ni convn tion 
that I have), Ihev aie owing inandv to lhi'^ om* 
condition of inv hie, that, lioin my youth up, I 
have bei’ii sei-kmg the fame and honoiiinig the 
work of otln'iN nevei my own. I fiisi was 

driven into literature th,i! I might ^hfend Ihe lame 
of Tuinei ; sinee iImI dav I h iVf been evpiannii;; 
the power, or [»rocl limmg flu* juai^e, ol 'l intinet 
— 4>f laiini — of Carj^accio ot b>otMeel.i (ti 
Carlyle ; never thinking for an in^t.int my c If ; 
and se rilicmg what Iillh* faculty and laigi.- ph-asuie 
I had in painting either fioni nature oi nolili* .nl, 
that, if po'NSible, I iinght bring otliers to ■ ee what 1 
rejoiced m, and imderstai d what I Imd d«eiphrrerl. 
There has lu-en no heroism in tin'i, n .r vntm* 
but only, as far .is I am my-ielf eonenned, (|na iit 
ordering of Kate ; but tlie result is, th.it I /. /;■.■ at 
last obtained an iiistmc? of impaMiai and rev* o nt 
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jurl;>ment, which sternly fits me for this final workf 
to which, if to anything, 1 was appointed." 

Kiiskin then hi lieved the secret of life as w’cll 
as of art to lie in a sort of heavenly obedience, 
a triumphant energy, a fiesy contemplation. The 
reason why he clothed his mc'-sage at first in terms 
of art is a mere question of faculty.- To Kuskin 
the purest delight of which his spirit was capable 
came through the eye, through the mysteries of 
light and colour, of form and curve- -the devices 
which make such a man s.iy m a rapture of 
spiritual satisfaction, " Yes, it is like that ! ’’ He 
had both the eye for ellect and the eye lor detai], 
sight at once extended and niicrO'‘Ct>picaL He 
wrote ol himself, •* 1 had a sensual faculty of plea- 
sure in as far as 1 know unparalleled. * 

Hut if he had been a musician he would liave at- 
tacked the problem in preciNcly the s.ime way, only 
with a ditTeicnt terminoloj^y. We may be sure that 
ill music he Wfuild have had some three or four 
supreme favourites ; he wouKl have swept the rest 
aside with oiu impartial j;esturi. He would liave 
asserted with impassituietl rhetoric that the inspir- 
ing musician was also the vi; tuouN man. If Uie 
facts had lx*en against him. he would have main- 
tained that the great musician, though disfigured 
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by glaring faults, had still some imuT righteous- 
ness of ‘^oul, while he would have blackened the 
record of musieian^ whose iniisic he believed to 
be on llie \vi 0:1;^ lines ! 

It was raible and enthusiastic theorising, most 
of it, and detuieney 4»l kmovledge can detr.ict 
from the ins|niation of it It could and it diil 
kindle tlie ^eed of tiaine in many a geneioiis 
mind; but it was not ait cntui^in. Xo one can 
be a critic who is ileeply and obviiuisly biassed, 
who Is from tiist to last a partisan. He may, 
it is true, reveal the special mei it of the artists 
whom he adiiines, luit he CMiinot arrive patiently 
at the principles of ait, because be cannot really 
compare artists; he eaii only eulogise or vilify. 
Kuskm Was nevei |iisl. Itul that matlered little, 
because justice is reipiired cd the philosopher or 
the statesman, not c)f the poet and the propliet. 
And thus it )s imp«issible tf> make a greater 
mistake than Ui consider Kiiskin to have been a 
critic of art lie was a pnipliet of art, a rheto- 
rician, a moralist, but he was not a judge nor 
an arbiter, and still Irs^ a historian of ait. 

In those first fittecn years, while his jrjv w'as 
mainly in art, and while he wished to share his 

joy with others, lie pieacle-d from that one fe.\l. 

Ij 
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His disillusionment came not with art but with 
humanity. When he found that the ordinary 
man did not care (or art, and could neither be 
inspired nor scolded into regarding it seriously, he 
plunged into the study of the causes which made 
men so indilk-rent, so brutal, so materialistic: that 
was the period of his political economy and of his 
social studies. 

And then when he was headed off again, and 
found again that he <ould not reform c>r regene- 
rate the woild in the twinkling of an eye, that 
men would not he never perceived that they 
could not — see what was to hinu^clf so evident, 
so gloiious so flivme, then he surrendered himself 
to a stirt of despair ; and even that was beautiful, 
because 1 r* never lost his gracious tenderness, his 
ilelicate irony of utterance. 

We must then keep this in mind — that art 
criticism was to Kuskin not more than the habit 
and vesture of tl)e priest, but that all the time 
his hand was raised to con-ecrale and to bless, 
and his heart was set upon the divine mystery, 
of which the bread on the gleaming dish and the 
wine in the jeuellcd chalice were but the (air and 
seemly symbols. 



A STIM')Y IX PKRSONAMTY 




There is a tljcnry of art whirl) i*^ sedulously put 
forward nowadays and passion;iu*|y defended — 
that ait aliUie* of all tlic piovinees of human 
activity, must exist for its t>wn sake. 'Hie theory 
is that it IS the expie-sion that in.ittcis, tliat it 
need not even be beauty of wliu h the artist is 
in sc.irch : that he must obser\e, must keep his 
eye on llie object, and make a sincere .ind perfect 
presentment of it, whatevc‘r the ob|cct may be- - 
a mental conception, an intellectual idea, a land- 
scape, a f.ice, and so on down to things mean 
and pitiful and ^rotcsipie. 

The theory is to me so meaninj^less fiom the 
outset that I cannot perhaps do justice to it. It 
may be true <)f exact sciences like mathematics, 
philosophy, liistory, where the tiling aimed at 
is the disentangling of some definite truth, some 
equation of values — which is an albjgether intel- 
lectual process. liut when the process is an 
emotional one, the theory appears to me to have 
no meaning. You cannot so restrict and lonfine 
vital processes. Of course art is vitiated, a'- every- 
thing else is vitiated, if you are not really pursu ng 
it at all, but something else. If you write a novel. 
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the purport of which is not to present a story,, 
but to further the cause of Foreign Missions, the 
art of your writing will be hurt exactly in so far 
as you allow your ultimate aim to modify the 
truth and vitality of your picture. Art is partly 
a question of method and form, partly of subject 
and impulse. Anything which awes or interests 
or charms or amuses the human mind is fit to 
be treated of by art : religion, morals, sociology, 
science — all alike can be treated artistically. I .. 
will go further, and say that moM of the best 
literary art of the nineteenth century in England 
consists in the treatment of moral ideas — VVor(|s- 
wortli. Browning, Tennyson, Carlyle, Kuskin, all 
were moralists. In f.ict Kuskin by himself seems 
to me, once and for all, to dispose of the theory 
of art for art’s sake. He began by treating mainly 
of art, and while he did so, his handling of it 
was artistic enough ; but when moral ideas took 
possession of and dominated his mind, so far 
from his art being vitiated by the inrush of this 
stronger tide, it grew in delicacy and perfection 
every year ; and what in yet more surprisingi 
when he took to writing Fots Chvigera, and threw 
overboard all consideration of form, the thinU 
became more beautiful still ; so that he reached 
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the perfection of his art by preoccupation witli 
moral ideas, and deliberate noj^lect of form. That 
is the worst. an<i in another way the best, of these 
dominant fieniuse>, that they knock to bits all 
|>edantic the(»ries of ail, and force dojLjniatists to 
reconstruct their principles. And thus they tend 
to show that ait really a ipieslion of inspiration 
and instinct, and not a ipiestion of rules and 
precedents. 'I'he vital thinj^ is to have soinethinj* 

. to say, and the next thin;* is to be able to say 
it co^icntly, persuasively, cleaily and beantifnlly : 
and in Kuskin's case, as in the case of others, 
thjc art of expression ;jained, the less he shidieil 
it. Of course his practice told, but what really 
gave his words force and ch.irni was the intense 
desire to convince and to persiiaile that l.iy hehiiifl 
it ail. 

Thcopp*)sile result is well illustrated by the case 
of Tennyson. When in early days Tennyson said 
what was in his innul, as sincerely and as beautifully 
as possible, his art was at its i^trongest, but when 
he began to try to express what he did not really 
care about, but what he thought would he approved 
of by the public— -what was expected him, 
what he ought to care about — he became popular 
and inartistic. Now Kuskin became popular 



54 


RUSKIN 


in spite of tiimself. Me thought that the aims, 
the hopes, the pleasures, the ideals of the world 
in which he lived, were not only low hut becoming 
lower. He protested, he vituperated, he broke 
out into irony and e.\postulatiou ; where he went 
wrong was when he dogmatised about the limits 
of what was beautiful and desirable ; when he 
scolded people for caring about the art for which 
he himself did not happen to care, or held up 
as models of unimpeachable beauty the slight 
and trivial books and pictures in which he de- 
tected a congenial motive. Hut his influence was 
due partly to the fact that he did care vehemently 
and passionately for certain forms of expression 
and certain ideals of life, and partly too to the 
fact that he could invest what he saitl with the 
indescribable quality called charm, which has 
as yet escaped the severest critical analysis. 

Hut the mistake which men make who uphold 
art for art’s sake, is the mistake which is made 
by those who think that gf^od manners can be 
cultivated apart from the unset t'lshness and the 
sympathy of which they are the natural expression, 
or by the ecclesiastical persons who believe that 
religion is wholly bound up with ceremonies. 
Art is nothing but the love of beauty finding 
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utterance. Like water, it will tiow in natural 
channels ; its rules arc not arbitrary regulations, 
but the self‘CreateiI forms of its own secret laws ; 
and to confine it under the sway of preceilents, 
is as though a botanist were to condemn .in 
unknown tlower because it vitdatetl the principles 
deduced from the tlowcis hr knows. The only 
fruitful kind of criticism is that which recognises 
and welcomes a new force in art. a new form 
of expression, imt the criticism which lays down 
a precise and inelastic code. In all pr(»vinces 
of life which deal with vit.il and pn>gressive 
emotions, the only people w1h» arc certainly 
\Vrong arc the orthodox, because the orthodox 
are those who think that development ha'« 
ceased, and that the lesults can be tabni.ited. 
And thus they resent any further development, 
because it interferes with their conclusions, and 
gives them a sense of insecurity and untidiness, 
and the upsetting of agreeable arrangements. 
In his artistic criticism Riiskin began by being 
unorthodox, and in breaking, like Mahomet, the 
idols of the land. Hut he ended by creating 
his own orthodoxy, and arriving at a soil of Papal 
infallibility, which was perfectly rigid and entirely 
impenetrable. Yet he never made the mistake 
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of regarding art as an end in itself. As his 
outlook widened, he began to regard the due 
acceptance of his own preferences in art as a sign 
and symptom of moral healthiness, and any devia* 
tion from that loyalty seemed to him an offence 
not against taste hut against morals. In his views 
ii|x>n art and life he was really intensely denomina- 
tional. He was the master of a shcepfuld, and all 
outside were thieves and rohhers. He required 
absolute obedience, but he had not that note 
of |M:rsonal dominance which distinguishes the 
founder of a school. The real way to read and 
to follow Kuskin is to share his generous enthu- 
siasms, and frankly to disregard his personal 
dictation, lie is a gre.'it guide but an unsafe 
ruler. One may thankfully start on pilgrimage 
with liim, but one must be prepared to part 
company with him where the roads divide over 
the hill. 

3 

And now there followed :r very full and 
vigorous period of ten years, from 1851 to i860. 
Kuskin began his crusade with a curious little 
volume : Abates on the Construction oj Sheep/obk. It 
is said that a good many copies of this pamphlet 
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, were bought by Yurkshirc and Cuinlierland 
farmers, under the impression that it was an essay 
in technical agriculture, and that they were vexed 
to find it an appeal for Christian unity. It was a 
plea to Anglicanism to abatidi>n Catholic preten* 
Stons, and to Presbyterianism to adopt Kpiscopal- 
ianism. l)f course most religious men have been 
appalled, at one time or an<‘thci. to iind Christians 
more divided from each other than from the 
heathen by intense conviction and violent indigna> 
tion over points the signirieauce of which would 
be almost unintelligible, by reason of their 
similarity, to a convinced Itiiddhist. Of course 
^cbmpromise seems easy ami reasonable enough, 
but reason is a very secoiulary force compaied 
with consistency and tradition. And Kuskin was 
distressed to find how firmly the adders of artistic 
orthodoxy stopped their cars against the voice 
o( the wisest of charmers. 

In these years he went much into society and 
made many of his be.st friendships. He look up 
.the cause of the Prc-Kaph:iclitfcs, Rossetti, Holman 
; Hunt, Burne-Jones and Millai.s, and invested that 
' singular revolt with an interest which it has never 
. lost. Ruskin’s relations with Rossetti arc ex- 
tremely interesting, for this reason. Rossetti 
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Wiis certainly one of the strongest personalities 
in the region of art that the last century pro* 
duccd. He was an ahsolutc pagan, and an al- 
most inconceivable individualist. He took not 
the slightest interest in history «.»r philosophy or 
movements of any kind. He once divided the 
human race into two classes ; artists, and the 
people whose duty it was to .admire art and to 
pay for its production. But he had a magnetic 
force and a royal generosity of spirit, that made 
him one of the moM dominant personalities of 
the world of art. The acquaintance began with 
sympathy and deference. Ruskm exhorted Ros- 
setti to work, bought his pictines, petted him, 
lectured him, criticised him. But it was an im- 
possible alliance. Rossetti was indifTcrent to the 
claims of morality, and inflamed by the holy fire 
of art. The inevitable rupture followed. Ruskin 
found himself calmly disregarded, and Rossetti 
went on his own dark way into sorrow and 
silence. Rach descended into hell ; but Ruskin’s 
inferno led him out into a clearer air, while the 
torture-chamber of Rossetti was the grim cul-de- 
sac from which the soul must somehow or other 
retrace her burdened steps in anguish. But for a 
time they worked in concert, till the gulf opened 
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beneath their Icct. Here is one ot Ruskins leltcis 
to Rossetti, which so curious an account of 

his own disposition, as it appe.ireil to himself, 
and in so intimate a strain, that it is worth 
considering ; — 

“You constantly hear a i^rrat many people 
saying 1 am very hatl, aiul perhaps, you have 
been youisel! disposcil lately to think me very 
good — I am neither the one noi the (»ther. 1 
am very self-indulgent, very proud, veiy *>b- 
stinate, and vfty resentful ; im the other side, 
I am very upright — nearly as just as I suppose 
it is p(»ssiblc for man to be in this woild — ex- 
ceedingly fond of making people happy, and 
devotedly reverent to all true mental or moral 
power, I never betrayed a trust — never wilfully 
did an unkind thing — and never, in little or large 
matters, depreciated another that I might r.iise 
myself. I believe I once had affections as 
warm as most people; but partly from evil 
chance, and partly from foolish mis|)lacing of 
them, they have got tumbled dt»wn and broken 
(o pieces. ... I have no friendships and no 
loves. . . . My pleasures are in seeing, thinking, 
reading, and making people .happy (if 1 can con 
sistently with my own comfoit). And I take these 
pleasures.” 

And at this time too began for Ruskiii the 
career as a lecturer, which was perhaps to bring 
him closer to the hearts of men even than his 
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great books. It is characteristic to note the view 
which the secluded household at Denmark Hill 
took of the occupation. His father sorrowfully 
permitted the venture — the son invariably had 
his own way — but said that it was degrading 
for a man to expose himself to journalistic 
comment and personal references. The mother, 
more lost in privacy, said grimly that he was 
too young, though he wms a married man of 
thirty-four. " 1 cannot reconcile myself,” she 
wrote, “to the thought of your bringing your- 
self personally bcf«>rc the world till you are 
somewhat older and stronger.” 

In 1853 Kuskin was at work writing notes 
for the Arundel Society on Giotto's frescoes at 
Padua. This little Imok, since reprinted, has 
a special charm, because Giotto was one of 
Kuskin’s particular heroes. He constantly returns 
to Giotto, and Giotto is one of the few artists 
whom he criticised, against whom he was never 
betraiyed into saying a single disparaging word. 
It was to him that Ruskin traced the guiding and 
originating principle of FIcrentine art. Giotto’s " 
life was romantic, even legendary, but there is 
something of the inner spirit of beauty in all . 
that came from his hand. Moreover there is a I 
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iilrong and impressive intellectual quality in all 
that he did — the same sort of quality which 
comes out in Lionardo da Vinci and Michelangelo, 
One feels in all Giotto’s work the pressure of 
a vigorous mind, the presence of the fundamental 
brain-\eork, which Rossetti held to be the essence 
of the finest art ; he never falls into sentimentality 
or into monotony. There is something frcsli and 
unexhausted about him, both in his choice of 
subjects, his handling of detail, and his power 
of contrast. All this was deeply congenial to 
Ruskin ; and must not forget this episode of his 
life, liecause here his pow'er of detecting serene 
greatness in art, and presenting it faithfully and 
impartially, without bitterness and undue depreci- 
ation, comes out most strongly. 

At this time too, in 1K54, was inaugurated the 
Working Men's College, the theory of which W'as to 
bring the screncr sort of academic culture within 
reach of urorking men. Hut this was all part of the 
great Chartist movement, which Charles Kingsley, 
F# D. Maurice, Tom Hughe-*, and Carlyle did 
.80 much to welcome, and to guide into peace- 
ful channels. Ruskin joined the Frc-Kaphaelites 
in the inception of the idea ; he subscribed 
largely, he lectured, he taught drawing, and for 
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four years he u'as perhaps the chief inspiring 
force of the College. His reasons for severing 
his connection with the work were given some 
years later in a letter to Maurice. 

“ It is not,” he wrote, “ from any failure in my 
interest in this class that I have ceased from 
personal attendance. Hut I ascertained Iieyond 
all question tlmt the faculty which my own method 
of te:iching chiefly regarded, was necessarily absent 
in men trained to mechanical toil, that my words 
and thoughts respecting beautiful things were un- 
intelligible when the eye had been accustomed to 
the frightfulness of modern city life." 

The episode is interesting, as denoting his 

m 

change of front and his bru-adening of horizon. 
Till now he had been rather a brilliant indi- 
vidualist than anything else. Hut he began to 
turn in the direction of social reform ; he began 
to see that the hope of the future lay in the 
education of the democracy. The problem of the 
divergence of class interests and class feelings 
began to concern him ; and he saw that what 
was needed was that the wealthier class, who 
had hitherto possessed a sort of monopoly of cul- 
ture, should come forward personally, and give 
freely whatever of taste and beauty and inspiring 
motive they possessed ; not in a condescend- 
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ing and patronising spirit, doling out attractive 
selections of cheap culture, but sharing generously 
and freely the good things which society had 
hitherto conspired to secure only \o the rich 
and leisured classes. Kurkin began io j^erceive 
that the fortune which his tather secured him 
was in the main neither more nor less than a sub- 
scription levied from the labours of those through 
whose uncheered toil the fortune wa^ made. 

K. D. Maurice, for all his deep conscientiousness 
and generosity of purpose, was not an ideal head 
for such a movement ; he was an essentially 
puzzle-headed man. Kuskin said of him that 
he reconciled Hildical difiicullies by turning them 
upside down, like railway cushions. He arrived 
at orthodoxy, not by the direct road, but by 
labyrinthine paradoxes. On one occasion Maurice, 
who was a strict Sabbatarian, was asked what 
he felt about the (»pening of museums on Sunday. 
It was thought that he was cornered for once, 
and would have to give a plain answer. But 
Maurice was equal to the dilemma, lie said 
that museums should certainly be o|)ened on 
Sundays, but he trusted that working men would 
have too much respect for the Sabbath to think 
of frequenting them ! 
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All this time Ruskin was throwing off books, 
with marvellous celerity. Indeed the tnered- : 
ible amount o( finished literary work, which ' 
he combined with indefatigable drawing, minera- 
logical study, teaching, and lecturing, shows 
the wonderful vitality which was half the secret , 
of his force. He recuperated from one sort of ’ 
toil by another : and 1 would not have you 
overlook the gigantic industry of the man ! His 
work seems and was so facile, that one is apt 
to forget in what urgency of stress it was 
done. 

Thf EUmtuts of Drawing — a m.isterpiece of clear 
statement and logical expression -• -belongs to this 
<Iate ; and also The //arbours of Eng/and, which 
is a patriotic prose poem of the loftiest and most • 
resounding eloquence. He Itegan, too, his annual 
Notes on the Academy Kxliibition, and be was 
hard at work arnanging and selecting the mass 
of Turner’s studies and drawings w'hich had been . 
left t(> the nation. There were nearly 70,000 
of these, rolled u]i into great cylinders, rammed 
into drawers, stutfed into bulging portfolios, many 
of them drawn on both sides of the paper; and 
the whole damp, dusty, and neglected. All the . 
lime, too, he was at woik on the last volume of ' 
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Modem PahiUrs, of which the final fifth volume 
appeared in i860. 

The work ol niu- t»f the'^e yeat> well ‘^iimm.irised 
in a letter written to Mrs. Carlyle in the autumn of 
1855, whieli conveys .1 sinjiulaily vivid picture of 
the re''!less with all its schemes and ideas. 

He lH\L;i:i'* by <.0111.14 th.it hi‘ h.is written some 
six hundred p.if^es since the spnni;, .ind that he 
has |{reat ln»pes of di>.|iii lnn;4 the public pi ace 
in various directions by what he h.is to sn^i^est. 
He has also prepared, he <ays, thiitv drawings 
for the eni^ravcis, some of which he h.is him- 
self etched, •oid all of which he has retoiuhed. 
He has been reading up various subjects, such 
as Gerin.in Metaphysics, Political Kconoiuy. 
Co<ikery, Music, Cieoln^y, Dress, Hoi ticiilture, 
and Kdueation. He has been skctchiiij^ in the 
open air, dc'^i^niny a window, lcarmii;4 Spaiiisli. 
He has drawn up a new syMcni of Botany, on 
his own hues, and ic-arran;4ed his collection of 
Minerals. Hut perhaps the iiiain interest of the 
letter is his confession that, he has discovered 
that all previous theories (if Political Kconomy 
are wron]^, and that he is engaged in an iinlc- 
pendent investigation of the nature of Wealth. 

The letter shows clearly enough the drift of 
Ruskin's mind in the direction of social nro- 
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biems ; but it is mainly interesting as illustrating- : 
the perilous activity of hi$,brain. No doubt the-'^ 
fact that he varied his studies, and interspersed ... 
a good deal of mechanical handiwork, relieved " 
the strain to a certain extent ; but it is a revela- 
tion of great restlessness, and of a furious appetite 
for mental occupation, which presages disaster. 

Of course there arc plenty of people in the 
world who work hard, and work continuously ; 
mechanical labour, cither of brain or hand, un* . 
doubtedly makes for health and sanity ; but the.. 
danger with Kuskin was the emotional strain 
involved. He could not keep his thoughts to 
himself, and be content to accumulate his studies 
quietly and stolidly. He was forced to share 
bis opinions, and to confute received theories ; 
and it was here that the difficulty lay. He was ' 
always occupied in a sort of mental strategy, 
conducting a campaign against complacent ortho- 
doxy. Mis persuasive charm carried his own 
circle to a great extent along with him ; but he 
formed his own theories hastily, and expressed 
them strongly ; and though it is perhaps safe to 
say that all stereotyped opinion is erroneous^ 
because it is essential to the life of ideas that 
they should grow and develop, yet the expansion . 
of thought needs a combination of patience and^- 
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'^^ncactness, which Ruskin seldom attained ; and the 
battle, in a sense, cnst him his life. 

4 

And luTc 1 in.iy s;iy u frw words about tlie 
later vohiincs of Modern Painters, They did 
little more than expand and rcitcMate the priiw 
ciples (iriginally laid down. 'I'hc thin! Vidiime 
is really a collection (*f scattered essays on art. 
It begins with an essay on the Ciiand style, or 
Dignity in art, in which, with infinite vaiicty of 
illustration, the somewhat indisputalde proposition 
is stated that you can tell greatness of style by 
the greatness of an artist ; and if you want to 
•go further and delect the greatness of an artist, 
the only way to arrive at it i^ through the great- 
ness of his style. There is a delightful chapter 
on the Grotesque in Art, and a famous eha|)ter 
on the Pathetic Fallacy, the point being that we 
are apt to put human emotion behind natural 
{orces— -to think of the storm as angry, of the 
sea as cruel, of the sunlight as beneficent, and 
of the pestilence as malignant. Whereas the 
truth is that even the pestilence has no malicious 
Jntent. It is merely so many colonies of vigorous 
^""'bacteria hard at work enji^ying themselves in eon- 
""^jgenial circumstances. The result is the decimation 
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of human society, and the discomfort of many 
individuals ; but the bacteria in question are think* 
itig, if tlicy reflect at ail, about their own eugenics 
and their own social development, and not the least 
about the bereavements they unintentionally cause. 
There is too a good deal of dogmatism about 
poetry, which is little more than a justification of 
Kuskin's own preferences, and show that he had 
but an imperfect appreciation (tf hi> subject ; and 
there is much beautiful writing about the spirit of 
domestic landscape, tamed wotKlIaiui and tilled 
ficl<l, and a wild plea to the nation not to anni* 
h lite tuut! and sp.ice by steam 

And hete I would <!raw attention to a parti- 
cular linnl.ilion of Riiskurs. because it is strongly' 
chaiaetei istic of him. lie spent himself at in- 
tervals ill frantic objurgations of steam as abbre- 
viating lei^'iiiely travel, and as nullifying dignified 
and tranquil manual labour. The fact is that 
here came out both liis bourgeois tradition and 
his iimate Toryism. The post-chaise and the 
travcllnig carriage represented to Kuskin the height 
of locitmotive c«.>nvcniencc ; but it is iml'M>^sible to 
resist tlie conviction, that had lie lived before 
horses had been usc^d for pur|x>scs of locomotion^ . 
he w*ouId liavc p.issiv>iiatcly resisted their introduce 
tion, as interfering with the natural dignity and 
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mppropriatcness of pcdostrianisin. Siinihirly IkuI 
he been brought up to gain his early cxpericncis 
of travel by railways, he wiiuld haw copiously 
praised railway travelling as the natural and 
seemly method of v<»y aging, and \;i>uM have spent 
himself in lutter diatribes against the impiety and 
horror of aeiial navigation 

So too witli his h.itud of steam as a mechanical 
force, ilc praised the human use of wind and 
Walter; lie wanted to do the v\oik of the world 
by tide-nulls ; the watci wheel and the windmill 
seemed to him to be comely and homely a<l<litions 
to the land-cape. Hut it is wholly umcasonalde 
to dictate at what point liuman inventiitn is to 
cease. The telephone is not more mi»rally hateful 
and repugnant to the sense of chgnity than the 
penny post ; and to be consistent, Ku.'.kni sht>iild 
have insistecl upon the disuse of all uucli.iiiK al 
contrivances for slioitening labour ; he shouM 
have implored men to bite and tear cloth instead 
of using scissors, and to till Hie earth with their 
hands instead of using spade and plough. Me 
did not see that the one ehaiicc of 
leisure in an over-populated cr>iiiiniitiily is to 
save mechanical and dishearteiiin;^ lalioiir by 
every possible means ; and instead of ravintf 
against manufacturers for filltofj the air with 
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sulphurous (umes and the earth with cinderheaps*. 
he should have had the faith to see that all th^ 
turning of the forces of the earth to ser\’e human' 
life and security is a step in the direction of giving 
men time to cultivate higher pleasures and to 
follow finer pursuits. It is here that a ccriain 
childish petulance, amusing enough if it were 
not also so irritating, comes out in the man. 

The fourth volume of Modi-ru Painters carries on 
the thought of the pictorial vision, of the right use 
of Mystery. Here Ruskin’s love of strung parados 
emerges ; together with his insistence on exactness 
of detail, comes such a statement a.s this : ** All 
distinct drawing must Iv bad drawing, and • . • 
nothing can be right till it is unintelligible." 

Excellence of the highest kind, without obscurity, 
cannot exist"; but this is qualified by the celebrated 
phrase, ^Mhe right of being obscure is not one 
to be lightly claimed." It may be asked what 
coherent theory of art can be deduced from these 
contradictions ? The answer is that they are all 
true statements ; and the mistake lay not in the 
statements, but in the fact that Ruskin began 
dogmatising, and that his view of the possibilities 
of art widened, through simple experience, as ho> 
wrote. A less positive man, a man less determined 
to teach and to uphold a theory, might have aban- 
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donecl the task in despm, on hnding that a Uigei 
experience of ait made IiavtK ol earlier tlieoiie!>. 
But Ru<>kiii did not do this he inerel> enunciated 
his later discoxeties just is dieisively as he had 
announced Ins piexHuis discovtiits, heedless, and 
rightly heedless, that tin. new pitch tote the old 
garment t«) tatteis Itut the tuw dicta cnlaiged 
the old. What broke in pieces was the old 
exclusive thioix Hut the only people who are 
the worse foi tint lu those who go to Kiiskni (or 
a soentihe statement o( the iiltim.ite piniciplc's of 
art. His stateincnt is tlnoughoiit poetic il and 
rhetorical, suggestixe lathci than cshaiistivc , and 
while Ruskin did not attain at my explanation oi 
synthesis of art, he did coiitiixe to present a 
splendid analxsis of it, and dtseiiianglcd much that 
was profoundix interesting and true about the 
motixres of art and its sources of inspiration. 

The rest of the xolumc is mostly taken up with 
the subject of Mountains in art, and is a diicct 
study of nature , and here again he tiicd to piobe 
too deeply, and attempted to atti ibute to the effee ts 
of natural scenery the disphsitions and emotions 
of those who inhabit mountainous countiy, the 
causes of which he far deeper than the ineic slope 
of ledge and ridge, the sxxccp of mi.t and the iioi«c 
of falling streams 
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The fifth volume a further study of landscape^ 
treating; of tree and leaf, of cloud and sea, and 
ends with a fine summary of the aims and execu* 
tions of great landscape schools ; and here we may 
note the singular and almost pettish exclusion of the 
noble school of modern French landscape painters, 
such as Corot and Millet, which he names with 
bated breath, and with a sort of shuddering horror. 
The cause, wc may safely aflirm, that he knew 
nothing of these painters, and had not studied 
them. The book returns t«» a great panegyric upon 
Turner, and a burst of passionate grief that he was 
so little appreciated and understood in his lifetime. 

And so the great book draw.s to an end ; and 
surveying it all as we can do, after an interval of 
fifty years, we can see that, though it fails in its 
argument, tlunigli its effect upon art was in a way 
misleading, because it only sul)stituted one con- 
vention for another, and c»verbore a >erene adopted 
tradition of admiration for certain received forms 
of art by a passionate individual preference, yet it 
did si>melhing which it never set out to do. Only 
recently lias art recovered from the despotism of 
Kuskin ; it lias le.irnt that he was right, but not 
exclusively right. We have come to see that art 
must find its oun path, and cannot run meekly in 
prescribed channels ; and we have learnt too, that 
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the victory lies wilh who c;iii sec for them- 
selves and admire and love, rather tlian with those 
who can repeat the dicta of ciities, an<l belittle 
and despise. 

But it has done tar mtue than lh.it. It has put 
arPin quite a(hlfere:it position, lu'l as the indolent 
privilejne of a few but as the stirring inheritance of 
many; and it lias sht>wn too that art, .is well .is 
morality and reh^um, is one of the many staiiways 
that lead men out of the pit of materialism to the 
higher and purer glories of mind and spirit ; that 
life must be a elu»ice and a battle ; and lh.it the 
spiritual nature can only grow I'y exercise and 
endeavour ; and tliat an indolent surrender to 
mere sensuous experience in art is as dangerous to 
the soul as an unrestrained sensualism tc^ the body. 

All this is presented not only with a match- 
less vigour and courage, but with a style that 
now thunders like a falling cataract, and now 
croons as sweetly as a <lovc hidden among trees ; 
a style that can scathe with fiery invective, 
and stab wath piercing truth, that can rouse as 
with martial music on a day of battle, and can in 
a moment be as the thought of one who sauiiteis, 
full of joy, in a day of early spring, among the 
daffodils and windfiow*crs of an Knghsh cri[>se. 
And then in a moment comes a touch of exquisite 
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pathos, or of lambent irony, or of that delicious - 
humour that shows how closely akin laughter^' 
is to tears. Nothing is so notable about the 
book as its swift transitions, which give no sense 
of an interrupted mood or of an ungoverned, 
vagueness of thought, but wliich just draw the 
mind onwards, witli a sense of true companion* 
ship, so that one shares alike the joy and the* 
sorrow of the writer, and finds both beautiful. 

5 

Itcfore I leave this period I must mention a letter 
which Kuskin wrote to Professor Norton from 
Venice in 1859. It has this special interest— that 
he was on the verge of a great crisis, and it was 
almost the last thing he ever wrote in the old self* 
confident manner. I confess that there is to 
me in the letter a hint of strain, almost of shrill* 
ness, as of one whose nerves are strung too 
highly ; and in the tense and almost exaggerated, 
humour of the whole, there is a touch of what 
the Scotch call *• fey ’’ — a kind of feverish gaiety 
on the edge of the shadow, presaging calamity. 

He describes himself as the victim of all ktndS ' 
of ** provocations " — frostbitten fingers, impatient* 
gondoliers, unpunctual sacristans and servarib^^' 
bells, wind, rain, tides, and mud. It is ctear^ 
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that he was working very hard, and always on 
file edge of great irritability; but the letter is 
more interesting still for another reason, whieh 
I can only explain by a parable. 

We must all know — perhaps we realise it more 
as ifrc grow older — a cuiious paitly amusing 

and partly pathetic, which auNCs on seeing a child 
absolutely intent and abM^rbed in some self-chosen 
occupation or game, which may seem to an older 
person extraordinarily trivial or wearisome, yet 
" which the child pursues day after day with un- 
abated persistence, though it interrupts his rela- 
tions with others and rcndeis him apparently, for 
the time being, oblivious of affection and even 
emotion. 

This letter of Knskin's gives me the same 
mixed sense of pathos and of ainiisement. There 
is at the surface the freakisli kind of humour over 
it all, whicli shows how easily he could stand out- 
side of himself, and see the absurdity of his peU 
. iishness. Then there comes in the pathos of it ; 
^ and this I think resides in the wonder that he 
could have thought what he was doing to be 
really important ! Of course one must not in 
.this world throw' away lightly treasures of at cumu- 
lated beauty and tradition, and still less sacrifice 
f'it all ruthlessly to brutal indifferences or mere 

if-' 
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material convenirnees. But to feel .iboiit any 
litim.'iii handiwork as Kuskin was feeling then is 
extravagant, and faithless well. It can only 
be excused if one really feels that the human race 
has exhausted its pu'^sihilities of beautiful con- 
ceptiiui and delineatirai. Perhaps the strongest 
reason why the artistic expression of our time 
seems weak and faltering is because we have lost 
our hearts too much to the ancient lieaiity of 
art and song; and despairing of ever regaining 
that sweet early fragrance, that almost childlike 
delight of iintrammclled utte;ancc, we have lived 
too much in retrospect, and tno little in touch 
with the inarcliing age. 

I do feel tliat there is soinctiiing unreal and 
tinbalanced in these haif-fricn/ied laments over 
what the world takes away, laments not counter- 
balanced by any apparent Inrlief (»r hope that life 
was giving or holding in store anything of lieauty 
that could replace or supersede the old ! 

And then too there runs through the whole 
letter the sense that Rtiskin only writing of the 
outer life after all ; that it is more or less make- 
believe ; that he i> endeavouring to persuade him- 
self and others th.it his life is active, cnthusiastiCj 
vivid, lived in eager ecstasy with forms and 
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colours ; while all the while one seems to di.slin- 
guish beyond and beneath all this lau;;[hter and 
einphatic talk, snme dark cnirent of desolate 
waters, a tide deriving its motion and ebb from 
forces far removed from eaitli and tilings trivial, 
from the pulse of simie vast, cidd, gleaming thing 
moving silently in the abyss, wimh was bearing 
away thi« fiail ami delicate spiiil iar all its well- 
bred CNCitcment and line entliiisiasm on a very 
different jotiinry and t(» a voyage of wlinh the 
end might n it be known. 

It is the presence of tins deep-seatt d suspicion 
in Kuskiii's nniul, hardly even coira ioiisly lealiseil, 
that he had I cen hitherto puisiniig the wiong 
thoughts and the shallow things which gives, I 
believe, the curious ling to Ins letters about this 
time. One sees him Irving to lift, 01 in some 
cases to pull down, the curtains of ins mind, to 
enlighten, or to beguile his nearest and cleared 
friends ; and I will therefore quote two extracts 
from letters, in his own most intmiatc and 
confiding strain, which slnnV what was going 
on in the innermost str aighold iff his mind and 
heart. Moreover these two letters, written before 
the great change and crisis of his life, gam iiiticli 
in interest and significance by being wiitP ii to 
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the two great poets of the age, Robert Browning 
and Tennyson. 

The first was written in January 1859, and not 
to Browning only, but to his wife as well. 

** 1 am much heli>ed by all you say in your 
letters — being apt, in spite of all niy certainty of 
being right in the main, to lie seized with great 
fits of vex.'itiun — for the truth is that my own 
proper business is nut that of writing ; I am 
never happy as I write; never want to utter for 
my own delight, as you singers d-> (with all your 
pietcnccs to benevolence and all that, you know 
you like singing just as well as the nightingales). 
But I'm truly benevolent, miserably benevolent. 
For my own pleasure I should be collecting stones 
and mosses, drying and ticketing them— -reading 
scientific books-~walking all day long in the 
summer — going to plays, and what not, in 
winter--- never writing nor saying a word — rejoic- 
ing tr.inquiliy or intensely in pictures, in music, 
in ple.asant faces, in kind friends. But now-— 
about me there is thus terrific absurdity and 
wrong going on. People kill my Turner with 
abuse of him — make rifle targets of my Paul 
Veroneses — imake themselves, and me, unendur^ 
ably wretched by all sorts of ridiculous doings 
— won’t let me be quiet. I live the life of an 
old lady in a houseful ot wicked children— can. 
do nothing but cry out — they won't leave me ta' 
my knitting-needles a moment. And this work- 
ing in a w*ay contrary to one's whole nature tella 
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upon one at last — people nc\ci wctc meant to do 
it. Thev weic meant to he able to f{ive quiet 
pieces of aebue to c\uli othei, .iiul slitiw, without 
any advice, hov\ thm^N slunild Ik* done propeily 
'^(such as they had pit and liktnq lot ) lint people 
were ne\er meant to be al\\a\s howling and bawl- 
ing*the n^lit roul t<> a pneiatnn id diiinkcn 
cabmen, thcMi he ids up thiiui^h tlie tiapdi^or of 
the hansom, (ices ill o\ti miul — no n)*ht toad 
to he got iiptiii after all nothing but i dinnken 
effort at tuniiiig, ending in ditili. I hi»pe to 
get just one more howl exeiiitcd, (lom which I 
hope gieat itkct> — upon the moon — and tlicn, 
see if 1 d<in*t take to kennel and straw, (omfoit- 
ably.*' 

And then there is the letter to Trnnvson, who 
had )Ust sent Ktiskm a picsent of Ins IthHs. 

‘M am not sure,' he says, “but I feel the ait 
and finish in these poems a little more than I 
like to hel it. . . . As a dcsciiptifui of \arioiis 
nobleness and Uiidcrncss the liook is witliout 
price ; but 1 sha'l alwass wish it had heeii noble- 
ness ind pendent of a romantK condition of c\ 
ternals in general. 

In Memofiam^ Maud^ Fhe MM p's Dmtffhitpf and 
auch-hke will alwass be nfy own pet rhymes, 
but 1 am quite piepartd to admit this to be as 
good as any, for its own pcculiti aiiduiue. 
Treasures of wisdrmi there an iii it, uid word 
pointing such as never was yet foi < oim < iiti ation 
nevertheless it seems to me that so great piiucr 
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oti;;ht not to be spent on visions of things past, 
blit on the living pre'-ent. For one hearer 
r;ip;4l>lc of feeling the depth of thi^^ i'»oem, 1 
l>elicve ten would feel a depth quite as great if 
the stream tiowed through things nearer the 
heaier. And merely in the facts of modern life— - 
not drawing-room, formal life, but the far-away 
and i|nile unknown growth ot souls m and 
tluiuigh any form of misery or servitude ~ there 
IS an inriuity of what men should be told, and 
what none but a port can tell. I cannot but 
think that the intense, mastertui, and unerring 
tranaript oi an actuahtv, and the t elation of a 
story 'd anv leal human life, as a poet would 
watch a' tl .maly^r it, wouM make all men feel 
more (»r los wImI porirv wa>, as thev felt what 
Life and Fate were in tliei*’ lU'^tant woi kings. . . . 
'riie feeling eontinualiv weighs u|M>n me, day by 
day, more and iiuin*, that mU ihe gf ied *»! ihe world 
luit tile lo'-s of it Is the wonder of it. I sec 
creatures so full of all power and beauty, with 
none to understand or teach i*r save them. The 
making m them of mir.irles. and all cast away, 
for ever lost, as far as we can tr.'ue. And no 
• in memi>riam ’ " 

l^cforc I say a word about the diouglit in tlicie 
two memorable letters, I wouUi wish you to notice 
what an example they are of the extraordinary 
sensitiveness of Rusk.n's mind, in the delicate 
retlection they give, in style and language, of the 
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persons to whom they were written. It is not 
fanciful to see in the quiek, broken. .illur>i\e Icttei 
to the Ihownin^s — e\cn in the constant omission 
of the .irtitle, that the \eiy texture of the* letter was 
being C(»loiiie(!, .is it was being written. I>y imagi 
native sympathy with tlie metiuul tiionglii .md 
expression of the lec-pieiit''. Ami then in tlie 
Tennyson letter, the s.iine ellect i^ «»hs(’rvaMe, in 
the solemn ami stately cacleiues into wlmh the 
sentences hill. Tluy are both letters /./ people 
as well as letlc! ^ Jntftt a person. 

And then ob'^civi’ liow th«* wluile ebb i>f thought 
is running, swiftly and 'finely, away from old 
beauty and sweet dreams of peace, towards the 
cataract of modern needs .md problems! Ib- 
is turning lii ' Inick on the pa^t ; he is eiigios e<l 
in the present. In the l*f(»w‘ning httn, indeed, 
in spite of all its ti nderness and hiimoiir, tlune 
peeps out what I cannot hut call the ugly part 
of Kiiskin's mind' the tendency to blame and 
censure, to feel tliat every one else is on the wumg 
tack| and that lie himself is divinely appoMit<*il 
to set them nght. Thcie is a de^ p-seded im. 
patience and irritability al^out it, winch I canihU 
praise* It may lie said that the pine hearted 
clear-sighted man has a right not to Ik* wh.tt is 
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horribly c:illcd mealy-mouthed. But it reminds 
me, tor all that, of the thankless servant in the 
[^arable, who had been forgiven a great debt, 
and went out from his Lorc!’> presence to harry 
his own humble debtors. It may he, as 1 have 
heard it plausibly urged, that the servant was 
actuated by a severe sense of honesty, and desired 
to pay back perhaps a halfpenny in the pound. 
But he had mistaken the meaning of forgiveness 
for all that ! 

And thus the letUT to Tennysim strikes a 
humbler and a greater note- the sorrow of the 
waste of the woi Ul, and tin* unknown growth 
of souls in and thnuigh any form of misery and 
servitude.*' lie was close upon the prison-di>or 
hnnsclf, where he was to learn the sharp lesson 
of the awfuincss of humbled pride ; he was to 
leaf II that each man's life is .a mystery, a secret 
between himself and C^od — a secret not to be 
plumtvd by ctmrident evis. and a mystery not* 
to be made plain In’ any clearest stream of 
human eUnjiicnce. Aiui here I leave him, at the 
threshold of the dark iloo-'way. 



KKCTTHK III 

I 

And now in Ruskin's fortieth year, when he had 
" lived out lialf liis days, there i .line the noi/o 
rerwiMp the hin;^e ot destiny, of whieh the Kuiiian 
poetic spcMk, and tln^i strange vivid life tinned 
slowly on its pivot. I think tii.it this is the* 
ri^^ht moment to look luckw.itds and to lofik 
forwards. The earlier current of his life may 
be said to interpret itself, lil;e .i hri^jht stream c»f 
Itviii); water, ripplinjj iijjlitly eiKMi;;li in woodland 
places, with here and tlieie .i f.ill and a water 
break, yet passinj* casilv eiiou^^h l»y sunny pools 
and shiniii|{ reaches. Hut now there comes a 
change, and at fu st si^ht a tia^ic i hani^e, «o 
much so, indeed, that it waijts a few w«U(ls ol 
preparation. 

Let me look backwards first. Aiul I would 
aay that we cannot make a i^rcater mi^^takc or 
an easier mistake, in reading the record of a great 
life, than to credit its earlier mooils and pas .ages 

I, 
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with something of the glory and greatness that 

crowned its close. We think of the earlier days 

of famous men as in some way gilded and 

decorated with the trophies of renown, the path 

made easier to tread, inspirited by approval and 

* 

applause. The exact reverse is generally the 
case. Many great men who have died early 
have never had the consciousness of fame at all. 
Kc.'its, for instance, was to himself and his friends 
an indolent and consumptive poetaster, without 
money or prospects. Shelley was a man banned 
and branded in respectable society, a byword 
for fantastic immorality, a crank, and worse than 
a crank. Ruskin himself, had he died at this 
date, would have been little more than a very 
brilliant and rather fantastic art-critic, enabled 
by his wealth to live an artistic life, and to indulge 
in heterodox and unusual views, master of a fine 
eloquent style, .and with leisure to evolve an 
elaborate and rather inconclusive theory of art.- 
lie was known too by a few as a man of great 
social charm, whimsical, humorous and sympa- 
thetic. He had fame, of course, of a kind, but 
not the sort of renown which came to him later. 
Perhaps a few clear-sighted people saw that 
there was something nobler and richer behind,- 
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and suspected that he was speaking, under 
symbols of art, of something larger and more 
Vital than the appreciation of style in architecture 
and painting. And then if we look .it the man 
himself, there is hitherto something unreason- 
able, over-vehement, inconsiderate about it all. 
He had arrived at his conclusions by instinct, 
and believed that he had attained them by reason. 
He had been brought up in a narrow and 
secluded atmosphere ; his mother an tincom- 
promising Puritan, his father a man of deferential 
artistic tastes, with a dim consciousness of 
thwarted powers, and energies devoted to an 
unromantic trade, successful enough in a sliy 
sort of way, yet with a dumb resentment against 
life which he was too proud to admit. Kuskin 
was hitherto the creature of circumstance. lie 
had been trained as a moralist and as a con- 
noisseur ; his eye absorbed in critical observation, 
his hand versed in delineation, and his mind 
set upon dominating opinion and regulating 
morality. He had taken his innate Puritanism into 
his criticism, and had tried to conform the lawless- 
ness of art to the dictates of Evangelical morality. 
He had had his troubles, hut they had not 
borne fruit ; he had escaped from them into 
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his own walled and moated paradise ; he had 
lived for himself, though quite willing to help other; 
people, as he confessed, if it did not interfere 
with his own comfort ; and he had displayed a’ 
bigoted and self-centred temper. There is little 
that is wise or noble about the man hitherto.. 
It had been a career of unbroken success of a 
small and self-centred kind ; his genius had 
showed itself in his incredible laboriousness, and 
in a vitality of immense elasticity and toughness. 
Hut not by these things is the world changed ! 

And now he was to he given a new heart. He 
was to see and to feel ; he was to be mocked 
and derided ; he was to wrestle with hateful 
thoughts ; he was to torment himself over the evils 
of society ; he was to build up an elaborate scheme 
for its amelioration. His scheme was to fail, and 
not even to fail nobly; it was not only to be 
viewed with indifference, but with open ridicule aiid 
contempt. He was at first just kindly silenced, 
and bidden to concern himself with his art, sent 
back like a child to its toys ; and when he per- 
sisted, he was to be called crazy and fantastic, 
And worse still, he was to bear one of the 
heaviest trials that can fall to the lot of man.; 
he was to pass into the delirious shadow-worid 
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•iOf insanity, to be mocked by his own visions, 
th that awful twiliglit-land in which a man cannot 

ii. 

distinguish between truth and hallucination. He 
was to fix his pure atfections with all the fiery 
intensity of a virginal nature uivni a girl far 
yoifhger than hiniNcIf, and he was to be rejected 
on grounds of the narrow Evangelicalism which 
he had once preached, and of which he had 
burst the bonds. The sights and sounds of 
earth, the pageantry of art, in which he had 
lived so delicately and so strenuously, were to 
become mere mocking echoes and scornful voices, 
taunting him with a joy he could no lunger 
feel ; and he was to struggle on, with the tempest 
beating over him in crash .after cr<ish, until his 
own sweet utterance was quenched, and he was 
forced into silence and inaction. He w’as to fade 
into imbecility and invalidism, petted and southed 
tenderly enough, but with the thwarted and pent- 
; up energy breaking out into irritable bitterness and 
angry suspicion. He who had seen so clearly, 
had judged so rigidly, and had delivered so 
'peremptory a message, was to learn that there 
,was a stronger force still, and that God had a 

T 

will and a way of His own, larger and mightier, 
:,but at the same time infinitely more dilatory and 
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labyrinthine than the scheme which the prophet 
would have enforced. He was to learn to the 
full the awful forces of stupidity and prejudicci 
of self-interest and baseness, of cruelty and 
injustice, which made hourly and daily havoc of 
life and joy. He did not learn to endure Ihis 
or to acquiesce in it, but he was to be bewildered 
and afflicted with the sorrow of the soul that 
sees what is amiss, but is helpless to stop it 
or to amend it. Yet he was to become, without 
knowinf< it, in his humiliation and pain, more 
august, more pathetic, more noble, more divine, 
till he w’as to appear in the minds of all who 
cared for purity and goodness and beauty, like 
a seamed and scarred mountain peak, above the 
peaceful valleys, cold and lonely and isolated, 
and yet looking out across the fields of life to 
some awful sunrise of truth, climbing and glim- 
mering over shining tracts and unknown seas. 

There have been men of genius, men like 
Browning and Wordsworth, w’hose life, but for 
some natural sorrows temperately borne, have 
been a joyful and equable progress from strength 
to strength. But as a rule the penalty or the 
privilege of genius is to sorrow more bitterly, to 
labour more sternly than other men ; to torment 
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itself beyond endurance over the woes tliat scent 
so tamely and trivially incurreil, wliich it is power- 
less to alter. Nut to know fame till it is valueless, 
and to find renown the poorest of tlimsy shields 
against the stings uf self-reproach and the agonies 
of Conscious failure. Is there one here - I hope 
with all my heart that there is more than one — 
who seeks not vainly or meanly, like the Apostles 
of old, a seat of glory in the kingdom of Uod ? 
If so, he must he prepared todiink of the hitter 
cup, and to hud the crown a crown of thorns. It 
is sweet and seemly, </«/»<• ft dfcoritHi, to desire to 
deserve fame, and natural enough to desire it 
whether it be deserved or no. Hut it is higher 
still to put that all aside ! 

And now there settled upon Rtiskin's mind a 
kind of cloud : who shall say how much of it was 
experience and thought, how much of it the 
exhaustion of eager work and faculties over- 
strained ? After he had thus e.xultant1y and with 
intensity of conviction expressed his joy in art, he 
began to wonder why it was that others did not 
see what he saw, did not admire and enjoy what 
he admired and enjoyed. At first, in his earlier 
writings, one can see the belief, the youthful 
belief, I must add, which animated him. He 
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took for granted that the spirit which loved an^ 
admired and welcomed beauty, and drank at its 
springs, was there in humanity, but as the years 
went on, he began tu see that it was not so. He 
saw that, all the world over, tiie majority of the 
human race had no care or love for tliese thhigs 
at all. He had believed that human beings were 
dull, only because they admired, or tried to admire, 
the wrong things, and he had thought that they 
had only to be shown the right things to admire 
and love them. But he found that people w’ere at 
heart indiiTerent, and worse than indifferent ; that 
the w'orld was full of ugly desires and low delights ; 
that men were selfish and cruel and sensual ; that 
they loved wealth and comfort and display ; that 
many people lived from childhood to age under 
the shadow of base influences and devastating 
tyrannies ; and so he began to see that if they 
were to admire and love w'hat was pure and 
noble, it w'as not enough just to point out the 
work of great artists, but the nature of man must 
be somehow purged and changed. And then he 
began to speculate as to the causes of all this 
baseness and ugliness, and, as I say, a shadoar 
crept over him. He had been fond of society 
and friendship and comfortable domestic life; 
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but now he withdrew into solitude and sad icflrc- 
tion. He lived much alone m the Alps brooding 
and meditating over the darkness of the uorld. 

In February, iH6i, he wrote to a friend : — 

*' I was in tei i ible doubt as to what to do foi a 
long time this 1 ist simiiiicr and wintei . It seemed 
to me that to keep any cleaiheadcdiuss, fiec 
from intellectual trouble and other pains, no life 
would do for me but one as like Verones(.'s as 
might be, and I was srriously, and despaii ingly, 
thinking of going to Pans or Venice and breaking 
away fiom all modi in society and opinion, and 
doing I don't know what Intense scorn of all I 
had hitherto done or thought, still mteiisci siotn 
of other people’s doings and thinkings, espicially 
m religion . . . and almost unendiiiahic solitude 
in my ow'ii home, only made more painful to me 
by parental love which did not and nevei could 
help me, and which was cruelly huitfiil without 
knowing it ; and teriible discoveries in the cnuise 
of such investigations as I made into giounds of 
old faith — weie all concerned in this ... As for 
things that have influenced me, 1 believe hard 
work, love of justice and of beauty, good-natuic 
and gieat vanity, have done kll of me that was worth 
doing. I’ve had my heart broken, ages ago, when 
1 was a boy — ^then mended, cracked, beaten in, 
kicked about old corridors, and finally, 1 think, 
flattened fairly out.” 


But he was to go down deeper yet into '>oirow. 
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In March, 1863, he wrote from Mornex to his 
friend Norton : — 

“The loneliness is very great, and the peace in 
which 1 am at present ... is only as if 1 had 
buried myself in a tuft of grass on a battlefield 
wet with blood — for the cry of the earth about mie 
is in my ears continually if I do not lay my head 
to the very ground." 

And to similar effect a few months later : — 

“ I am still very unwell, and tormented between 
the longing for rest and for lovely life, and the 
sense of the terrific call of human crime for 
resistance, and of human misery for help — though 
it seems to me as the voice of a river of blood 
which can but sweep me down in the midst of its 
black clots, helpless." 

Moreover he saw that, though much of the 
havoc was wrought by men who were consciously 
selfish and tyrannical, yet the worst horrors of 
the system were perpetuated by kindly orthodox 
and respectable people, who enjoyed their com* 
forts, and never troubled their head as to what 
lay behind, nor reflected how many lives of cheer- 
less labour were sacrificed, that they might fare 
delicately and sleep comfortably. And here, one 
begins to see a hint of the true genius of the 
man, in his power not of sorrowing mildly and' 
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ineffectively over evils thnt he could not mend, 
but in his power of tormenting himself over the 
troubles of others, his determination to sacrifice 
himself and his fame to mending what he could, 
his resolution to use his power and his position 
to make plain the hitter truth, and to summon 
all true and brave and compassionate spirits to 
join him in a desperate crusade ag.'iinst the evils 
and miseries of the world. 

And now he suifered the pain of finding him- 
self utterly withdrawn in spirit from the familiar 
circle. His parents could not understand what 
he was about, or why he should desert the path 
of easy triumph and respectable display for a 
lonely and thorny path among brambles and 
.stones. What made it worse was that his con- 
fident temper, his sense of right vision and just 
judgment, seemed to hand him instantly the key to 
these mysteries. With Ruskin to see a problem 
was to sec the solution of it. The difiicultics 
melted away, the obstacles •vanished. It was the 
stupidity of the world that brought about the 
mischief, not its malevolence or its indifference. 
He had but to point out the truth, and all well- 
meaning and reasonable people would sue and 
follow it. So he prepared his lantern again, and 
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this time its flame was fed with far different 
hopes and desires. 


2 

Even as late as the year i860, which is the year 
of tiie ijrcat change in Kuskin's mind, his whole 
ideal of life was a hopeful one. He gave evidence 
in that year before a Committee of the House 
of Commons on Public Institutions, in which be 
spoke of Ills schemes for educating and instruct- 
ing the labouring classes, and noted in them a 
thirsty desiiu" for cultuie and impiovement. 
But this was really the flicker of an expiring 
flame, and was said more to pcr'<uade himself 
that it was so, than because he really believed 
it to lie so. He was in the summer of that year 
.it Chamonix ; but he did little drawing, except 
in a half -he.ir ted and distracted way. He walked 
much in the pine-woods, and was thinking out 
a set of papets, which he wrote with infinite care, 
and read aloud to his companions at the bteak- 
f.ist-table. The problem he had at heart was 
a soci.iI one. It was no less than an attempt 
to analyse the meaiimg of the word wealth, and 
to give a logical definition of it. And as this book 
and the next that he wTOte weie considered by. 
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him to be the most important and valuable con* 
tributionb he ever made to literature ; and as 
also the idcaii he promulgated have Iiecomc in 
many ways tainiliar to and accepted by the 
present generation, it will lie as well to pay 
careful attention to them Now I am vety tar 
from saying 01 behexing that these ideas wetc 
invented or originated by Kuskiii. That is not 
the way in which gnat ideas spiing up. They 
arise, I believe, naturally, by a perfectly inevitable 
development in the tninds of a geneiatioii They 
are talked about, hinted at, thoiighl about, half 
enunciated by a great many speakcis and wiiteis ; 
and then some one authoi of force and position 
focusses the scattered lays, and a d< finite school 
of thought sptings up. 

The title Ruskin gave his book was I’nlo /fits 
Last, It IS taken from the words of the paiable 
about the labourers in the vineyard, who at the 
end of the day w'cre all paid alike — I will give 
unto this last even as unto thee." IIis idea 
Was roughly thus — and here I would say that 
1 am following closely Mrs. Mcyncll's masterly 
analysis of the book — that wages of labour should 
be a fixed thing, not varying accotding to compe- 
t4ion. He said that soldiers and sailors, govern* 
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ment officials, railway>men, servants, and school- 
masters received fixed wages, varying more by 
the importance of their work than by its actual 
quality ; and that moreover revolutionary and 
socialistic ideas did not spread among people 
thus paid, while they did spread among people 
whose wages varied in sympathy with commercial 
competition. If this uras so, why, he asked 
should not labour be paid on the same lines f 
He maintained that the work of people paid 
on fixed lines did not suflcr in quality because 
of the comparative sense of security ; that the 
unnatural thing was that the bad workman should 
be able to offer his work at a lower price, so 
as to undersell the good workman ; and that the 
natural course was to regulate this, not to leave 
it unregulated. He iK'lieved that the inequalities of 
employment, the feverish over-production of one 
ptriod,and the languid under-production of another, 
would be harmonised and tranquillised by the 
regulation of w.igcs, while education would tend to 
diminish the number of bad workmen. He 
thought too that the employers would come to 
realise the administrative nature of their functions,, 
like the lawyer and the bishop and the statesman, 
and regard themselves as servants of the State, 
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■/ whose duty \v.ts to provide aod !i;upply coiiuiiodi- 
ties, rather than as men aitnin)< at /jrahbint; what 
profit they could at tlic expense of the coniinunity. 
He held that tlie cominerci.d system was based 
„ upon the art of keepiiii; utliers poor, if possible ; 
\ and that peo|de were misled by sceiiifj a class 
‘‘ enriched into tliinking that the community was 
’therefore riclicr. The economists of the day 
maintained that demand and supply could not 
be controlled by human let;islation. To this 
. .Ruskin replied: “Precisely in the same sense 
. . . the waters of the world };o where they are 
required. Where the land falls the water Hows, 
. . . But the disposition and the administration 
. , . can be altered by human forcthoiiftht.’’ 

Of course this is all really socialistic, because it 
is opposed to irresponsible individualistic forces, 
such as competition and monopoly ; but Ruskin 
maintained that he was a Free Trader, though 
on grounds wholly opposed to the p{)pular 
theories of Free Trade. H*c went on to define 
. wealth as the possession of a large stock of 
"‘-useful articles which we can use ; and his plea 
for publicity about all commercial dealing. 
''.**The general law," lie writes, “rcspectin;; just 
^’.or economical exchange is simply this: there 
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must be adrantage on both sides (or if only 
advantage on one, at least no disadvantage on the 
other) . . . and just payment for his time, intelli* 
gence, and labour to any intermediate person 
effecting the transaction. . . . And whatever 
advantage there is on eitlier side, and whatever 
pay is given to the intermediate person, should 
be tlionujghly known." 

His main solution was this. “ Xot greater wealth, 
but simpler pleasure. . , . Waste nothing and 
grudge nothing. C.irc in nowi->e to make more of 
money, but care to make much of it ; remem- 
tiering always the gre.it, palpable, inevitable fact 
— that what one person has, another cannot 
have. . . . And if, on due and honest thought over 
these things, it seems that the kind of existence 
to which men arc now summoned by every 
plea of pity and claim of right may, for some 
time at Ica>tt, not be a luxurious one ; — consider 
whether, even supposing it guiltless, luxury could 
be desired by any of us, if we saw clearly at 
our sides the suffering which accompanies it 
in the world . . . the cruellest man living could 
not sit at his fe.ist, unless he sat blindfold.” 

Now does all this seem a fantastic dream, or 
does it seem, at this date, only a somewhat 
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belated perception of obvious truths ? All this 
translated inti> inoclcrii Kn^lish is hut the prin- 
ciple of the living \v.i*;e, the i>ld pension, 

public education, unproved housing and com- 
pensation for improvements. These aie all ideas 
upon which there is s»»iiie dilleience of opinion, 
but the principle*' are iamihar, and accepted by 
all reasonable people. 

V\‘t what was the lecepticui i»f Kuskin s brnik ' 
He sent the papers t*» the ( nmlnll, of which his 
friend riiackeray was the editor, d'hree papeis ap- 
peared ; and then Thackeray, wiitiii^ fiaiikly and 
kindly, said that they were so universally eon- 
demned and disliked that he could only admit 
one more — and this to a man who was known 
as one of the most brilliant and popular writeis of 
the day. He himself took lii> defeat very hard, 
and fell into great depression. “He sulked,** 
he wrote of himself, through the w’inter, drawing 
a good deal, and working ritfully, but in enfeebled 

t 

health. Later on in the following year he went 
off to Switzei land, aii<l established himself in a 
little chalet near Geneva, two thousand feet up, 
9t the end of all carriage roads, lie thought of 
buying and restoring a fine old chateau. Hut he 
gave up the idea, saying " that he never had the 
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gift, nor had he then the energy, to make any> 
thing of a place." So he rambled about and 
wrote a set uf papers on political economy, now 
known as Afutin-a Pulveris, which he >cnt to Frotide, 
then editor of Frasers Magazine. The result was 
even mote disastrous than befoie. *‘Only a genius 
like Mr. Rtiskin could have produced such hopeless 
rubbish," said a leading newspaper. His father, 
then not far from his end, spoke his mind in 
sorrow and bitterness ; lujt only ilid he hate 
the sacrifice of reputation involved, and the 
obloquy which resulted, but he thought the whole 
theory absurd and perverse. 

Carlyle, almost alone of his friends, stood by 
Ruskin. He said of the two books that he ap« 
proved of them in every particular ; that in every 
part of I'nfo this Last, just published in book form, 
he found " a high and noble sort uf truth, not 
one doctrine that I can intrinsically dissent from 
or count other than salutary in the extreme, and 
pressingly needed in England above all." 

Hut the public would have iu>ne of it. The 
publisher of Frasers told Froude flatly that the 
series must stop, and only four papers appeare^f,. 
Carlyle, talking to Froude on the subject, said;, 
“that when Solomons Temple was building it' 
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; was credibly reported that at least ten thousand 
sparrows sitting on the trees round declared 
that it was entirely wrtuig — quite contrary t«i re- 
ceived opinion — hopelessly condemned by public 
opinion, &c. Nevertheless it got tinished, and 
tluf sparrows Hew away and began to chirp in 
the same note about something else.” 

3 

But all this helped Kuskin httle. He fell into 
great despondency, which he tried to relieve 
by a study of Alpine (ieology. And then a 
fresh sorrow fell upon him. I Its father died in 
1864. He showed his conridence in his son 
by bequeathing him a great fortune, £ 1 20,000 
in cash, besides much house property, and leav- 
ing the house and £ 37,000 to his wife. Father 
and son had come titgether again in the last 
lew months, to Kuskin’s infinite happiness. The 
first use he made of his fortune was to hand 
over some £ 17,000 to ffclatives to whom the 
arrangements of the will had caused tlisappoint- 
- ment, and to spend nearly as much in setting 
:up a relative in trade, who promptly lost the 
; whole sum. The money melted away like snow 
;/,ln his hands ; he devoted himself to his mother 
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and tried to Tdl tlie ; he was always the 
tciiderest and most rhitifid of sons. 

The epitaph he inscrilxid over his father’s grave 
in the churchyard of Shit Icy, near Croydon, is 
so beautiful and so ihaiacteristic that I may here 
quote it- - - * 

“ Here rests from days well sustained burden 
John James Huskin, born in Edinburgh May loth, 
1785. He died in his house in London, March 
3rd, 1864. He was an entirely honest merchant, 
and his memory is to all who keep it dear and 
helpful, ilis son, whom he loved to the utter- 
most, and taught to speak tiuth, says this of 
him." 

Yet at the same time he had been enjoying a 
luappy and c<nnpensating experience. The head- 
mistress of a big girls' boarding-school at Winning- 
ton in Chesliire had taken some pupils to hear him 
lecture in Manchester, and persuaded him to pay 
the school a visit. It was a great old-ftishioned 
country house, in a park of hue trees sloping 
down to .1 river. The idea was to make the 
whole thing as homelike as possible. Ruskin 
was always fond «tf girlhood, though there i.s 
no evidence th.it he took the slightest interest 
in boyhood. He had never been at school 



A STUDY IN F^KRSONALITY 


103 


himself, and littU- boys were to him like miiuatiiie 
savages, in whom ilu* selfishness, tin* eiuelty, and 
the boisterousness of humanity had not been clias- 
tened or refined by expcrieiu e. One cannot have 
everythin;^ in everylnxly ; ami it is ullc to deny a 
ceiiain feminine touch in Km kin's nature, instinc- 
tive and fostered by seclusion, wlncli made him all 
his life moic at ease in tlic society of women tlian 
of men. Perhaps he overvalued sympathy and 
demonstrative affection and petting and tender 
ways of life ; sometimes tlie long-haired maidens 
of Winnington betrayed him into a sort of semi' 
paternal sentimentality. But to sneer .it it all, or 
to grudge him the sort of happiness he derived 
from it, is a cheap and coarse cynicism. He 
was a very unliappy man at this time, feeling the 
weight of the world, conscious of failure and 
ineffectiveness. And the children at Winnington 
gave him what he needed, and what only a few 
very wise and tender-hearted men — friends like 
Carlyle, Burne-Jones, Nortpn, and Acland could 
give him ; like the little maid in Guenevere, these 
merry and wholesome-minded girls ** pleased him 
with a babbling heedles.sness that r)ftcn lured 
him from himself." He devised games and 
dances for them; he told them stories, taught 
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them drawing : for ten years he was a constant^’ 
visitor. He wrote a little book for them, EtMes • 
of the Dust, a set of conversational lectures on « 
Crystals ; but the girls to whom the twok w’as 
playfully dedicated did not wholly appreciate it. 
They recognised their own portraits, drawn with 
a gentle perception of their little failings ; but 
nearly twenty years after, the liook, which had 
wholly hung fire, bounded into popularity, aqd 
it was seen that in education, as in many otlier 
things, Kiiskin had lieen a few steps in advance 
of his time. 

in iK6ti he iud more melancholy experiences. 
His great friend Lady Trevelyan was ordered 
abroad, and Kiiskin took liis cousin Joanna with 
him to j«)in her. The day that he started, he 
called at Carlyle's house at Cheyne Walk, to leave 
a few flowers as a parting gift with Mrs. Carlyle, 
that wonderfully gifted, sliarp*tongued, courageous, 
devtited wom.in, whose life had been so full of. 
strange suffering, and who won such intense - 
affection from her friends. He was told at the 
door that .Mrs. Carlyle had died suddenly in her 
carriage that afternoon, from the shock of trying 
to save her dog from being run over. Carlyle 
was aw'ay in Scotland, delivering a Rectorial 



A STUDY IN PERSONALITY 105 

address at Edinburgh. Riiskin UTote to Carlyle, 
and received in reply from the old man, writing 
in the depth of his remorseful agony of spirit, 
one of the noblest letters I know iti literature. 

** Your kind words were welc»»me to me ; thanks. 
11 did not doubt your syinp.ithy in what has come ; 
but it is better that I see it laid before me. You 
are yourself very unhappy, as I too well discern — 
heavy-laden, obstructed and dis|>irited ; but you 
have a great work still ahead, and will gradually 
have to gird yourself up against the heal of the dav, 
which is coming on fi>r you, as the Night too 
is coming. Think valiantly of these things. . . . 

. my life all laid in rums, and the one 
light of it as if gone out. . . . Come and sec me 
when you get home ; come oftencr and sec me, 
and speak more frankly to me, (for 1 am very true 
to your highest interests and you) while I still 
remain here. You can do nothing for me in 
Italy;' except come home improved." [/>. in 
. health.] 

But l>efore the letter reached Kiiskin, Lady 
Trevelyan was dead, after a few days’ illness at 
^Neuchutel. He threw himscH into the sad t.isk 
' of trying to comfort and sustain the rest of the 
I»rty, and wrote to a friend in England : — 

Ml've had a rather bad time of it at Neuch;del ; 
ivhat with death and the north wind ; both devil's 
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inventions as far as 1 can make out. But things 
arc looking a little Ixrtter now, and 1 had a lovely 
three hours' walk by the lake shore, in cloudless 
calm, from live to eight this morning, under 
hawthorn .and chestnut — here just in full blossom 
— and among other pleasantnesses — too good 
for mortals, as the North Wind and the rest of it 
are too bad. We don't deserve cither such bless* 
ing or such cursing, it seems to poor moth me.” 

And now he flung himself again into schemes 
for social reform. There was a working man of 
Sunderland, a coik-cutter called Thomas Dixon, 
who wrote to Kuskin, raising several practical 
points. Riiskm replied in a series of twenty«five 
letters, in which he constructed .i kind of Utopia, 
an ideal commonwealth on medi;eval and feudal 
lines. He designed a system of trade guilds, 
a st.ate church, a theory of government. It is 
scmusocialistic and semi-individualistic — indeed it 
is hard to classify ; but the point is that out* 
ward liberty can only be based on inward law. 

The book was mercilessly derided, and it is im* 
possible not to feel that he ahr.ost courted derision 
by elaborating fantastic details. The same thing 
vitiated his work later on. The prophet must in* 
dicate laws rather th.m lay down ordinances ; and 
there was plenty of people who could not under* 
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stand the tuihthty of the book, who weic ijiiite 
able to lau^h :it the idea o( youn^ unmariicd 
people beiM^ examined in moral eiiltme, and 
rcceivin;; a decree or diploma lluy were to be 
called respectively bachelors and rii.si,/r.s — befoie 
they *000111 olnam a lie. nee to many. Kuskin 
never quite nndersttuKl that humanity must settle 
its own details, and will not make a clean sweep 
of aeeiisloined trathtioiis. Ibit /)mr and /Vr/i*, 
by IPVtir (tNff /V#/'*, .IS the book is be.iiitifnlly 
called, has a real value, (or all its pretty ab- 
surdities, and must be studied by all wlu» wish 
to discern the progress of Kuskin's mind. 

Ill these distracted years he wandered much 
about England, lost himself a little in the study 
of Mineralogy, invented a new theory of moun- 
tain cleavage, experimenting with custaid and 
dough. It is a desultory record. No doubt 
his health had much to do with his feverish 
and fitful interests; and he had a private sorrow 
deep in his heart ; but througli it all one dis- 
cerns what I have before spoken of, and what, 
if one overlooks, one lurocs the real signilicanre 
of Ruskin'b life — the intense preoccupation with 
the idea of helping and improving the life of 
humanity. Mental depression is often .1 j)hy- 
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steal thing and an unreal thing ; but it doet' 
one thing-— it brings nut what is deepest in a 
man, though it exaggerates and darkens the pic- 
ture. Such sorrows show what a man reaHy 
cares about at the bottom n( his heart ; and 
though one may say that Ruskin took a* dis> 
torted and pessimistic view of life and its issuety 
yet grief revealed his true hopes and fears. An 
idler and a shallower man w’ould have drifted 
into hypochondria and invalidism. Kuskin tor- 
mented himself into something like insanity^ 
over the unintelligible riddle «»f the world. 

But one need not darken the picture. He was 
a man who could rule himself. And there were 
countless people at this time who wrote to him 
and met him, who found him the truest of friends 
and the most delightful of companions. Men and 
women in trouble and doubt and perplexity wrote 
to him from all over England, and received in 
reply letters full of humour and shrewdness and 
good sense. Hardly a letter ever came from bis 
pen which has not some delicious stroke of 
humour, some deep and arresting phrase ; while 
to his comp.'inions his very desultoriness had an . 
incessant charm. He would pass from subject to 
subject, show pictures or minerals with marvel*' 
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jidus perception of their motive and quality ; and 
it , is strange that one, whose utterances are often 
■'SO dogmatic and even so perverse, should have 
'Heen in private life so couiteous and winning, 
SO gay and modest. Few people probably sus- 
"pected the strain at which he was living, or the 
helpless distress with which in Ins solitary 
moments he fell into ilespoiulency and even fury 
of misery over the wrongs and surterings of the 
world. And all the time he was lecturing, sketch 
ing, revising, writing, with an indiistiy that burnt 
like a steady flame. He went to Venii e in older 
to correct his S/ofies of Vmice : heie he had a 
great joy, the discovery of Carpaccio’s pictures ; 
and for a little wliilc he seemed to recover the 
joy of his youth. He was enraptured by the 
frescoes of the life of St. Cisula; and the study 
..of her legend played so curious a part in his 
after life that I must say a few words about it. 
He may almost have been said to have fallen 
in love with St. Ursula, with* a spiritual passion 
such as Dante's. She became a living ideal, a 
/sort of patron saint to him. Her patience and 
^ber sweetness became to him a pattern and an 
“Ocample; and the thought of her, as one of 
"JiU old friends wrote, led him — not alwavs, 
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but far more than his correspondents knew — ^to 
burn the letters of sharp retort upon stupidity 
and iiiipertintMice, and to force the wearied brain 
and overstrun^j iutvcs into patience and a kindly 
answer.’* 

There followed a time of quiet work at home ; 
there was much business to be done. His cousin 
Joanna A;inew, now Mrs. Severn, was installed at 
llerne Hill. This had a very beiKTicial result 
upon Kuskin’s health and state of mind. The 
business drew off his tlioughts from the prob- 
lems of life and from liis own sense of failure^ 
in the direction of haul mechanical tangible W'ork* 
His cousin I may venture to say tlii>, because it 
is an open secret to her innumerable friends — was 
the most perfect sisterly intlucnce that had ever 
come into his life. She was, .md is, one of the 
most tender-hearted, sympathetic, and blithe of 
beings. She had great practical energy, complete 
unselfishness, and alx)unding cheerfulness; and she 
threw the whole of her large-hearted nature into 
the congenial and instinctive ta^k of making her 
immediate circle happy. Indeed, her companion- 
ship was one of the supreme blessings of Kuskin's 
life — she shone like the sun upon his mournful 
temperament. And then too a bereavement has % 
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wonderful way of evoking love. I^eople often 
learni in tlie nIi.uIow of a great lo.ss, liow little all 
the restless aims ot luimaiuty really count, when 
compared with the nurture and tendance of devc»ted 
affection. They sorrow over old coldnesses and 
past instances of selfishness aiul haiiines'%. 'fhey 
try to (\o better, to be more tende .niore self- 
effacing. Ruskin hiiU'^elf, with all his wistful 
longing'* for liuinan sympathy, w.is a lonely man ; 
and his harsh old mother, hu all her gnmness and 
censoriousness, had a spring of eupii >ite devotion in 
her heart. The two tried hard, in tliis dark time, 
to be more to each other, and built up a new bond, 
rooted in sorrow, which never afterwards wholly 
failed them. 

His mother was now nearly ninety years of age, 
almost l)lind, but in full vigour of mind, and 
ruling her household and her sun with inexorable 
kindness. She had quite a retinue of aged and 
inefficient servants, none of whom were ever sent 
away, and for whom duties prdportioned to blind- 
ness and decrepitude hail to lx; invented, (irim 
she was, but she loved her son ‘‘like an c»I(l fierce 
lioness," and though she snubbed him uninen i- 
fully herself and ordered him about, she would 
allow no one else to disparage him. She died in 
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the last month of the year 1871, saying that^ 
she did not hope to be so high in heaven as to be . 
with her husband, but perhaps near enough to 
see him. And Kuskin was left witli a surprising 
sense of loneliness. •* Here, beside my father's - 
body," he wrote on her tomb, “ I have laid my 
mother's ; nor was dearer earth ever returned . 
to earth, nor purer life recorded in heaven." 

He wrote, long years after, to a great friend:— . 

“There is no human sorrow like it. The 
father’s loss, however loved he may have been, 
yet c:in tn; in great part replaced by friendship 
with old and noble friends. The mother’s is a 
desolation which I could not have conceived, till 
1 felt it. When I lost my mistress, the girl for 
whom I wrote Sesamf am/ Lilies, I had no more 
— nor have ever had since, nor shall have — any 
joy in exertion : but the loss of my mother took 
from me the power of Rest.” 

4 

And Carlyle too opened his heart wide to the 
friend who was set on speaking wholesome truth., 
to the world, and who had l)een so sternly 
rebuffed. We can hear the echoes of Carlyle's’ 
talks and Carlyle's ideas — the “ heroic, aristocratic^ 

.V 1 

stoic ideals," as they have been finely called—^'! 
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Ruskin's work. Carlyle was much interested 
^'tiien in the i|iiestioii of public libraries, and 
'.^Ve Kiiskin's mind an impulse in this direction. 

j-i 

'The result was a bot'k— three lectuies- which 
is perhaps the most popular of all Kuskin's wnt- 
ings/and aNo one of the best and most memorable 
of his utterances ~ the little volume known whim- 
sically enou|;h as Srsatnr <vui No one has 

ever rightly tatiuuned the meaning of the title. 
Sesame is, I belu-ve, a kiml of oily seed or giaiii 
that used to be made into biscuits — it has nothing 
here to do with the charm “Open Sesame’* m the 
story in the Atabitm Xiifhts^ at which all doors 
flew open ; and tliere is a quotation from Isaiah, 
which Ruskin makes, .about lilies blooming in 
the desert. 1 suppose the things symbolised are 
solid nurture and pure loveliness. 

The first lecture, Of Kind's Treastines, under 
cover of being a plea for solid reading, is really 
a denunciation of mere reading, and particularly 
jOf purposeless reading. Ruskyi makes a kind of 
Index Expurgafof'ius ; and as he bans and excludes 
^II theologians, except Jeremy Taylor, and the woik 
Of all noii'Christian raorultMs, except the Mnrte 
;<^Alihur, Sophocles, and Euripides, all modrrii 

«|liistOirians, ail philosophers, all Thackeray, Geot-fje 

II 
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Eliot, Kingsley, Swift, Hume, Macaulay, and 
Emerson, to mention just a few of his bugbears, 
the result is not a \ery wide range of reading. 
But here, ns so often in Kuskin, the bu<ik is only a 
statement of passionate personal preferences ; and 
as Kuskin, side by side with impassioned blessing, 
could never refrain from copious eursing, the 
verdict need not be taken as final. Ills main 
thesis was, that .is life w.is short and leisiite scanty, 
no time should be wasted in reading worthless 
bonks. 

lie iH'giiis by lading down a piiiKiple aliout 
tlu itliets of reiding. He s.iss Ih it the ordinary 
readii, on lading down a book, is ipt to siy, •• How 
good th.it IS — th.it s i\.ietl> wli.it 1 think." The 
light heling, Kuskm siys, is nithei, “ How stiange 
that Is ' 1 never thought of that befut e, and yet 

I se-e that it IS ti uc, oi if I do not, 1 hope I shall 
some da> , ' and he adds tlu idviee, Be sure 
that sou go to the author to get at his meaning, 
not to tind souis.” 

Fiom this pim«.iple I humbly and heartily 
dissent. Ms own belief is t.ithet that no humaui 
t>emg IS evei tiught aiis thing unless he knows 
It atre.td3 ; that one g«.>es to books to recognise 
and not to leain , that the best and most inspiring 
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authors are nut those who tell you what they he* 
lieve, but who show the reader what lie believes ; 
and ihat the writers who really move an age are 
those who expresr* clearly and forcibly what most 
peopje are feeling lamely and obstcurely. while the 
authors wIjo fail U) get a hearing — 1 am speaking 
of course of men of proveil and niu|ncstioiied 
power — arc those who are either behind the age 
or in advance of it. That is only niy own opinioiit 
and one is quite at liberty to believe Rtiskni ! 

Then there is a curious passage about the in- 
tent study of words. And this again is vitiated by 
prejudice. Ruskin regretted the introduction into 
English of Greek and Latin words, and viewed 
their intrusion as he might view a torient of mud 
poured into a crystal pool — “ our mongrel tongue ' 
he calls it. And this declaration 1 must not only 
combat, I must firmly and seriously deny it. The 
extraordinary richness and elasticity of English, 
our incomparable language, is entirely due to 
the fact that we have liad no* fastidious delicacy 
or pedantic severity about taking words for our 
use. If we want a word, we find one ; it a 
word gets limited to a nuance, wc take another 
.word for another shade of meaning. Language 
was made for man, not man for language. VV’e 
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do not always choose euphoniously, or with 4ue' 
regard for the seemly sigiit and sound of words 
and we have too a rather illiterate admiration 
for polysyllabic vocables. But I have no patienoft' 
whatever with purists who would arrest the de-., 
vclopment of a language. In language, I am air 
for free trade rather than fur protection. RuskinV^ 
own writing, pure and melodious as it is, is a 
perpetual contradiction to his own principles. OT 
course there is an e.\quisitc beauty in sweet old 
large homely words ; but as thought becom^v 
finer and more subtle, language must grow more 
elastic. And I must beg of you not to be misled' 
in this matter by the pedants whose economy 
of language corresponds to leanness of thought. 

The second lecture is On Qiierti’s Cardens. It is 
addressed to the women of the leisured classes, and. 
Kuskin draws out his ideal of pure womanhood, 
.ns the counterpart of knightly chivalry. Ho 
shows what the heroic temper of womanhoodr 
ought to be, and how it may be achieved. ‘'Tlie . 
fashion of the time," he say>. renders whatew is, 
forward, coarse, or senseless, in feminine natiirs/^ 
palpable to all men.” The girl is to be trained^ 
in accurate thought ; not to be brought up, i^« 
a prudish and unreal mystery, but to learn ^0^ 
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lt;,)oveliness, and the inevitablcness too, of natural 
y laws. She is •* to follow,” he says, “ at least some 
'One path of scientitic .ittainnicnt .is far as to the 
V'lhreshold of that bitter Valley of Humiliation, 
' into which only the wisest and bravest of men 
can descend, owning themselves fiir ever children, 
gatherinfj pebbles on a lM>unclles>. shore.” 

Then he turns t«i the ^irl herself. He shows 
that men are bound by l.iw and circumstance, 
* but th.it “ against the sins of womanhood there 
is no Icpslation, a;iainst her destructiveness no 
nation.al protest, no public opinion af^ainst her 
- cruelty." He implores her to learn not to be 
idle, but to cultivate her natural compassion with 
all her might, and to use it d.iily and hourly to 
heal the pain of the world. 

Here Ruskin is at his very noblest and highest, 
on sure and incontestable ground. And the visible 
pulse and thrill of his thought gains a poignant 
intensity from the fact that he had one piirticular 
Cirl in view, of whom I must speak later, the 
‘. love of whom was the deepest passion of Kuskin's 
life, and her rejection of his love the deepest 
^sorrow that ever devastated his days. And then 
v'to these two lectures he added a third, *'The 
^'Mystery of Life and its Arts," which cverj one 
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must read who desires to spell the secret of • 
Kuskin's hope and the secret of his despair. It 
contains some of the most intimate confidences 
he ever published. He here shows himself aghast 
at the differences of so many men to the purpose 
and the effect of life. He sees the steps of liistory 
thronged with great figures, the poet, the priest, 
and the artist, bringing down, like Moses from 
the Mount the very writing of God ; .and in the 
face of this, mankind hurries heedlessly and help* 
lessly on its way, raking in the dirt and straws 
of the street, with the heavenly crown hanging 
within reach of the oblivious hand. His own 
failure stares him in the face. 


“ 1 h.avc had," he writes, “ what, in many 
rcs|>ects, 1 boldly call the misfortune, to set my 
words somewhat prettily together ; not without a 
foolish vanity in the poor knack I had of doing so ; 
until I was heavily punished for this pride, by 
finding that many people thought of the words 
only and cared nothing for the meaning." 

He had given, he say», ten of his best years to 
proclaiming the merits of Turner, and to sorting 
and making available for public contemplation, 
Turner's work. All this had been regarded with 
entire indifference. 
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spent," he writes, “the ten stroiij^cst years 
of my life (from twenty to thirty) in endeavouring 
to show the ixccllcnce ol llie work of the man 
whom I believed, and lightly believed, to be the 
greatest painter of the schools of Kngl.ind since 
Reynolds. 1 had then perfect faith in the power 
of every great truth or beauty to prevail ultimately. 
• • . Fortunately or unfortunately, an opportunity 
of perfect trial undeceived me at once and for 
ever." 

He found that the public entirely neglected the 
drawings ; a few people dawdled in to glance at 
them, but that was all. His years of work had all 
been lost. 

** For that I did not so much care ; 1 had, at 
least, learned my own business thoroughly. . . . 
But what I did care for was the --to me fiighlful — 
discovery, that the most splendid genius in the 
arts might be permitted by Providence to labour 
and perish uselessly, . . . that the glory of it was 
perishable as well as invisible. . . . That was the 
first mystery of life to me." 

Of course we are all at liberty to think, and if 
we think, to say, that this is all very unreal and 
fantastic and emotional and unbalanced. What an 
Oiitcry about a parcel of drawings, scratches of 
ink and blobs of colour 1 No one can obicct to 
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the Englisliman who prides himself on his commqiii^ 
sense and iiis sturdy welfare calling it all moon- ‘ 
shine and nonsense. But not by commonsense 
and sturdy welfare docs the world make progress. ' 
There were plenty of good-humoured Sadducees 
who doubtless felt even so about the Sermon on 
the Mount. It is better to be on the side of the 
heroes and of the saints ; and even if we cannot 
feel with them or see into their meaning, we can 
at least abstain from stoning them and decrying 
them. I do not myself see a hundredth part of ' 
wh.tt Kuskin saw in Turner. I think many of his 
paintings grotesi|uc and impossible. But still I 
have no doubt tlhit the victory is rather veith those 
who sec and lielievc and feel : and 1 admire with 
all my heart this awful power, which prophets 
have, of raging helplessly against the hard facts of 
life, of knocking themselves blind and senseless, 
.against the stupidities and brutalities of human 
nature. I can at least regret my own indifference^ 
and recognise it to be an ugly, complacent, short- 
sighted thing. I need not hold it up like a shield 
against the darts of God, or make it into an image 
for my delight and worship ; and there is some- 
thing to me not only horribly pathetic in the sight, 
of Ruskin's tears and cries, but something infinitely'’ 
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'uplifting and inspiring in the cuntcnipKition of 
them. I come idly to see the fantastic struggles 
^of some demented person ; and I discover tli.il 
they arc the irrcpiessihic .igonles of a martyr in 
the flame. 



I.KCTURK IV 


I 

In the suiiimer of i86q Kuskin was working 
his hardest in Italy, as I have said. His mother 
was very anxious about him, and implored him 
to come out of the heat and take a rest ; but 
he lingered on. On the 14th of August, at 
Verona, he was packing up to go home, hiiving 
finished his last sketch, when he received a 
telegram announcing that he had been elected 
to the Shade Professorship of Fine Art at Oxford. 
“ Which will give me,” he wrote to his mother, 
as much power as I can well use — and would 
have given pleasure to my poor father — and 
therefore to me — once.” 

It gave him, no doubt, more pleasure than 

he knew. It was not a question of gratified 

ambition. He w'as quite indifferent to money 

and station ; but it w'as a sign that there were 

men of weight and sense who believed in him 

and his work ; it gave him an accredited position, 

18 > 
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and opened a door to him. He would be able 
to alTcct, by direct teaching and personal cont.icl, 
the minds ol the rising generation, at thcii most 
generous and entliusiaslu' stage ; and Oxford too 
was very dear to him , he had fallen, as all Oxford 
men do — more I think than Cambridge imn — 
under the incomparable .iiul indefinable charm 
of that home of lost causes and mediivval dreams. 
Not that this is all that Oxford stands for ; but 
it has the particular touch of idealism about it, 
such as surrounds the dethroned monarch and 
the exiled claimant, pursuing with Quixotic 
devotion some unrealisable vision. To what 
extent Ruskin meant to lecture upon Art cannot 
be stated. He had for some years been writing 
about half-a-dozen lectures a year, which tilled 
an annual volume. Now only twelve annual 
lectures were required of him. Hut he planned, 
as he always did, a gigantic scheme of art- 
teaching, which he could not have carried out 
if he had lectured daily fgr a dozen years. He 
proposed to revise the whole of his theory r»f 
art, and to write lectures which should begin 
with first principles and ramify into every 
technical branch of art, to conclude with an en- 
cyclopasdic history of art in general. Hut he 



124 


RUSKIN 


did not intend to drop any of his other schemes. 
The result was that his work finally and com^ 
pleteiy broke down both his health and his 
mental powers. It must be rc'incmbered that 
he w'as now a man of fifty, conscious of failure, 
wrestling with intense irritation at the gen'eral 
drift of human society. lie had six months 
before his work began. Strained and overworked 
as he was, he set to. Corpus Christi College made 
him an IIonor.iry Fellow, and g.avc him a set of 
rooms; and on 8th February 1870 he appe.ared in 
his lecture room to deliver his inaugural .address. 

The most extraordinary scene followed. It 
must be remembered that he was in many 
ways the man of the hour. Every one knew his 
brilliant and suggestive books, and his schemes — 
wild as they were thought — of social reform. 
His cxtr.'iordinary charm of personality, which 
soakerl into all his writings and gave his readers 
a sense of intimate and individual contact with 
a man of genius ; his wealth, and the use he had 
made of it ; his amazing vehemence of speech, 
his reckless daring of thought, had all created a 
curiosity about him of which he was hardly con* 
scious. The place was packed an hour before j 
the ante*rooms and passages were blocked ; there 
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was a vociferous and disappointed crowd in the 
street. 

After a hurried conference, a friend pushed 
,his way to tlie desk, and annotinced that the 
meeting would adjourn to tiic Shcldonian Theatre. 
The great man, slim and bent, with his piercing 
blue eyes, under shaggy eyebrows, his long bn>wn 
hair, his thin whiskers, his grim mouth, stepped 
to the rostrum. His dress was even then old- 
fashioned. A stilt blue frock-coat with a light 
waistcoat and trousers- long loose linen cuffs ; 
high collars of the liUdstonc type; a bright blue 
stock tic, like an early Victorian statesman. A 
silk gown which he briskly discarded, to leave 
him free to gesticulate, and the velvet c.ip of a 
gentleman-commoner. Such was the figure that 
came forward. He had few gifts of formal de- 
livery. He began by reading a very elaborate 
passage in a very artificial cadence. Then he 
would break off, and begin to interpolate and ex- 
temporise with immense vivacity and free gestures. 
Sometimes he was dramatic in action. In his 
lecture on birds, he strode about like a rook, 
he swooped like a swallow. But grotesque as 
'the performance easily might have been, it carried 
^every one aw’ay by its eagerness and sioccrily. 
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And his glance was of the magnetic and arrest- 
ing sort. Some of his hearers confessed to the 
indescribable sensation, like the kindling of the 
soul, which (ell on them if his eyes seemed for 
a moment to dwell upon them. 

Whatever Riiskin felt, it was clear to him from 
that moment that at Oxford, at all events, he 
cotild get a hearing, and he hurled himself into 
his work with intense enthusiasm. He started a 
draw*ing school and endowed it. He showered 
down gifts on (he place, pictures, casts, en* 
gravings. He gave endless parties .ind receptions, 
lie even enlisted .i party of undergraduates to 
help in an experiment of ro.id.making up at 
llinksey. The ro.ul was m.'ide, and was infa- 
mously inadequate for all purposes of loco- 
motion. And so the first years sped busily 
away. 

In letters written in 1871 and 1872 to his 
friend Norton, he describes his lecture work ; — 

“ I am alwaY.s unhappy, and see no good in 
saying so. Hut I am settling to my w’ork here,— 
recklessly, - to do my best with it, feeling quite 
that it is talking at hazard, for what chance good 
may come. But I attend regularly in the schools 
as mere drawing-master, and the men begin to 
come one by one — about fifteen or twenty 
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already ; — several worth having as pupils in any 
vny, lH:ing of temper to make good growth 

And again : — 

" 1 am, as usual, unusually hu>y. When I 
get fairly iiitv) my Icctiiiv wixk at Oxford, I 
always liiul that the hctuie would come better 
90 inc other way, jiint hefoie it is yiven, and so 
work hand to mouth.'* 

Perhaps I may mention here a iematk.d)le 
satire which was written at the end ol the seventies 
by a youii^ Oxford man who had just taken his 
degree, who has since l>ecome tamoiis m htei.it me, 
—Mr. W. II. Mallock. 

The book ia an account «if a party of people 
who meet for a week-end visit at a country house, 
and discuss all sorts of problems in hie .ind art. 
Some of the most famous men of the day, such as 
Huxley, Matthew Arnold. Jowett, and Pater are liere 
depieted with inimitalde ingenuity and wut. Many 
of Mr. Mailock’s happiest effects m the I)ook aic 
produced by introducing actual words or senti- 
ments of these great men in a giotesqiie context 
and with al)surd applicttions. Many of lh<-m 
were probably hardly known to the autlior at 
all ; but Mr. Mallock had known and observed 
Raskin at Oxford ; and Mr. Herbert, iiiidei which 
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lame Ruskin appears, Is undoubtedly the herb . 

the book. Portentous as the paradoxes put. 
in his mouth arc, extravagant as the emotions^ 
are wliich he i> made to express, though the' 
sentiment is fantastic and hyperbolical, yet onf 
feels that he is somehow pursued through’ thev 
book by the emotions of the auth tr, and that 
he alone is allowed to appear sincere and im- 
pressive. I would recommend any one who is 
interested in the striking figures of the time and 
their relation to each other’s thought, to read 
the book carefully. One can often complete the 
picture of a man by a contcinpoiary caricature 
in a way in which one cannot complete it by sub« 
sei|uent panegyrics, however reverential. 

2 

I must now return to other memorable enter- 
prises which all date from these years of Oxford 
activity, it was now that Ruskin began to issue 
what is the most heterogeneous and yet charac- 
teristic l>ouk that ever came from his pen, 
Claingera. I hardly d.are to iccommcnd it to you ; 
and yet any one who desires to see the innermoel 
side of Ruskin's heart and mind, must make up 
his mind to wade through the great volumes. 
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, Let me attuinpt to dcs^cnlu* the iiuicNcribable. 
Fors C/avi^n\i \\\\s a schcs of leltersi aihlresscil 
to the \vt)rker> of Kn^l.uiti, issued in iiu>nthly 
parts. It r.in at into ei;L;ht voluine.s. 'I’he 
title is wh.it IS called in .//nr* tu / / Mm/rv a port- 
manteau- word, er.iinined wdh I'ofs 

stood at once lor destiny .tnd eour.i);e ; ( 
means eithei eisib-be ot n.nl beafin#;. or key- 
bearing. The Chib was a symbol ot .utioii, the 
Nail of fate, and the Key was tin* kev of heavc-nly 
mystery. All this must In* borne in mind. If 
one asks wh.it it was alnmt, I lan tnily reply 
in the words of At i^tophanes : aoi , 7r#^il f/ioe, 

iTfpt {lirtuTwi T^MiyaaTier, — .ibojil yon, about me, 
about everything m tlie world; but the j^eiieial 
motive of the book is the redre.sin>j of soei.il 
misery and collective povcitv. 

** For my own part.’* he s.iys in the first letter, 
will put up with this state of thing’s, passively, 
not an hour longer. I am not an iin-elfish 
person, nor an Kvan^elical one ; I have no 
particular pleasure in doin^ ^ood ; neither do I 
dislike doinj; it so much as to expect tci he 
rewarded for it in another world. liiit 1 simply 
Dfannot paint, rv^r read, nor look at inineiaN. iioi 
*40 anything else that I like, . . . becaust of the 
misery that I know of, and see agn> ol, wheie 
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I know it not, which no imagination can interpfll^, 
too bitterly." 

He preached a communism of wealth and joy^ 
and took up his parable against luxury and seU"^ 
fishncss, idle accumulation and tytannical oppres- 
SK>n. Tlie tide of eloquence goes roliinjJ on,* 
like a tiery flow of lava, full of endless digression* . 
into autobiography and art, intr) poetry and 
legend and romance ; now telling the life>stoiy' 
of a hero like Walter Scott, now drifting into' 
mysticism, now designitig a new coinage, passing 
fnim a plan for sub-alpine reservoirs to a descrip- 
tion of (.'arj^iccio's Shr/tiug I’rinrfss. Sometime 
there is a long extract from Marmontcl or 
Addison's S/>nltitnr; and it is all full of that 
melaneholy humour, th:it caressing fondness, 
that moving pathos, tliat intense sadness ti^U 
made Kuskin the delight of the world, and yet' 
drove him i aging into the wilderness. One may be 
Ixrred by Fon, one may lose one's way in it, one 
may fall into hopeless irritation at the childish^ 
waywardness, the unpractical inconsequence tl . 
the bc>ok. Hut there is no I>o.>k quite like it in tbe:i 
world, because it is looking straight down into the * 
very current of a great and, alas, disordered mipdi'i^ 

Few men can ever have thought so rapid)^^^ 
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fo intensely, with such nuunentary concentration 
and yet with such wild ditfuscncss us Kuskiii ; 
and fewer still liave the power of translating the 
vague dreams aiul reveries of tlioiight into such 
absolutely limpid and heautiful uotds. So tliut 
it is like standing by a clear mountain stream, 
and seeing, thinugh its swiit tipples and amber 
curves, the vciy pebbles over winch it flows anti 
the ribbtms of trailing water>w'eetl, all trainiigiiied 
and gloniied by the magical ei.cliantment of ait. 

And then too, as /'«>.<> went on, Kiiskm took 
to printing in it some of the letters he reci'ived, 
both of sympafliisers and opponents lie was 
strangely candid about the lattir, and inclmled 
letters of tb.e most personal ami even abusive 
kind ; but as he often also piinled his own 
replies, and as he was a master of tin ait of 
humorous invective, tlie inipies.ion given was as 
a rule favouralilc to himself. Here is a good 
instance. An impertinent critic wrote to him, 
and in the course of the letter said : — 

“Since you disparage so much iron and its 
manufacture, may it he asked liow your hooks are 
printed, and how is their paper made ? I’mliably 
'you’are aware that both prinlmg and paper- 
making machines arc made of that iiiatcrial. 
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Ktihkin replied 

“ SiK, — I atn indeed aware that printing and 
paper-making machines are made of ii on. I am 
aware alsn, whici) you perhaps arc not, that 
ploughshares and knives and forks are. And 1 
am aware, which you certainly arc not, that I, am 
writing with an iron pen. And you will find in 
/■'urs Clavii'fra, and in all my other writings, 
which you may have done me the honour to read, 
that iny statement is tiiat things which have to do 
the work of iron should be made of iion, and 
things which have to do tlic work of wood should 
be made of wood; but that (for instance) hearts 
should not Ik- made of iron, nor head.s ol wood — 
and this l.ist statement you may wisely consider 
when next it enters into yours to ask questions.’* 

I'ors Chrii^vni is veiy lich in incidental judg- 
ments and characterisations ; indeed it is this that 
gives it its chief value. The matter of it is so 
discursive, that at times it is only rescued from 
tediou'ness by its extreme intensity of thought 
anil its purity of utterance. One may wish that 
Kuskin could have applied hmi.sclf mure coherently 
to definite points, but upon reflection one is glad 
to leave the method entirely m hia own hands. 
In the first place, when he treated a subject 
allegorically, he was accustomed to subdivide hts 
maK'rial under very elaborate headings. 1 think 
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that this \\M,\ «nu‘ of the thinns that rccomnirnilcd 
his earlier wntinjjs U\ the stidid Hntish luiiul. 
The Briti>h iniiul eaie^ mneh les^ alMuit hlea^ 
than ahout the anangeincnt of ideas. It has a 
pathetic iM'liel 111 ilie value 41I coiieit infot inatinn, 
aiu> it will attempt to as^ainilate an idea winch is 
Connmiuicatcvl in the ifuiM* of hr.tdiiijL^s and siil>» 
divisums, U'caiiNe it heheves that the siil>jrcl is 
bcini^ treated seri(ni>ly, anti that it is sotneliow 
or (‘tiler .i;ettin;^ cash value for its monry. It is 
more conceined f(»i instance to know that the 
gifts <»f the spiiit aie sevenfold, and that theie aie 
seven deavlly suis, tlian to realise the nature of sin 
and (d grace. Hut kuskin's headings aie veiy 
misleading. They not only do not e(‘ver the 
whole ground, hut they trespass on each (‘thei’s 
ground. There .ire plenty of cases where Kuskin 
will divide a subject into heads, and not only will 
he omit obvious subdivisions, but four or live of his 
headings will prove to be almost identical. It is 
an ironical proof of the lurn of the Anglo Saxon 
reader for the book-keeping theory of literatuie, 
that it accepted Ruskin's ai t-teaehing, inuch of 
which w*as fantastic and inaccurate, bcuiusi* it 
was* conveyed under the form of subdivisions. 
Whereas when he became painfully and fcvcri dily 
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in earnest, and wrote as he felt, the public 
came unable to follow his argument, and thought 
it vague and disjointed. 

Moreover, il seems to me th.it Kuskin\ effect on 
the world was the ciTcet of a personality and not 
the effect of a reasoned philosophy ; and thefc is 
no doubt that one gets far nearer to the mind of 
Kuskin and to his ideas in /ors than one ever docs 
in Modern VniuUrs. Much of Mitdrni [Pointers 
consists of brilliant attractive thoughts, horn of 
the intellect rather than of the heart, wliich came 
lightly and fancifully, and were swiftly and grace- 
fully set down. But in Fors it is as though one 
saw some awful spirituil combat proceeding, like 
the wrestling of Jacob by night with the angel on 
PtMiiiel, whose form he could not see and whose 
nature he could not guess, whether he meant to 
test his strength, or to overcome him and leave 
him maimed. And just as the angel, though he* 
was an angel of light, made the sinew of the' 
halting thigh shrink at his fiery touch, so Ruskin * 
too emerged from the conflict a shattered man y 
and to myself, 1 will frankly ci^nfcss, it is just this 
heart-breaking conflict, this appalling struggle 
with mighty thoughts and dreadful fears, that 
made at once the tragedy and the glory of Ruskin*$^» 
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Jife, l>ecauso it hioko liis ptide and huntbliti Iiih 
compl.KMU\, and iioutud liim with iIk Iu'Io's 
crown For lot nu mui and fm all, that 
under all hi'> iioiin tiul humour, undci his un- 
balanced \elKMiuiuc iikI hw no h* s tinbil lined 
fcurww, Kuskiii s woik, if n t st\(ttl\ lo^ual, wan 
neitIuM c«.«.(.ntiK noi iriispoiisibU Its siuindiKHs, 
it!> nltiinitc sinitN, was ionliimui and not de- 
preciated b\ suhsupient txcnls. 

Hut in spill ot ill this It nnisl be (lankU 
contisseil tint /<!><> IS a diftuiilt woik to loinpie 
hend Ktiskin snins at timc> to be follow nn; no 
dehnite Inu of thou)<ht yit one of the d<li|.dits of 
It IS the fticat saiiets of tiue and bLaiitilul judu 
tnents on all soits of points conncttid with iit 
and Idctatiirr and mot aids I ct me ^im i sin^^le 
extract, where hi is dc din^ with the inoial 
novelists of the nineteenth lenturv, is i spm 
men of clniractensition whiih is as su^|{cslivc and 
as true as it is bold and liumoions 

“Miss Edgeworth,’ he says, “inide lur 
morality so impertinent that, since her linir, it 
has only been with fear ind trembling tint my 
good novelist has vcntiiicd to show the lightist 
bias in favour of the 'len Couimaiidnutits Stott 
made his romance so ridiculous, that, since Ins 
day, one can't help fancying Inlnicts wcri al lays 
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pastc-iKiarci and liorsc«« were always hobby., 
Dickens made everybody laii|*h, or cry, so that ' 
they could not about their business till they 
had got their faces in wrinkles ; and Thackeray 
settled like a meat-fly on w*hatcver one had got 
for dinner, and made one sick of it." 

I don't say that this is a fair or a geneTous 
or a complete criticism. Hut it is hideously 
clever, and touches the weaknesses of the mighty 
with a sure hand. Yet by this kind of levity he 
lost friends, who thought that he could not be 
in earnest when he tritled with cherished beliefs ; 
though it is inconceivable that any human being 
can have ovei looked the mortal and deadly 
earnestness that runs through the whole ; and if 
Kuskin did lose a few picciMuns and unimaginative 
^ persons at the time, he gained and will gain a 
host of admirers and lovers by his gay franknesSi 
and the sense of cliarming vivacity that runs 
through tlic book. 


3 

Ruskin had, before the date of which I am 
speaking, made one or two attempts to put his 
principles into practical shape. He had been 
left a few small houses in Marylebone by his 
father, and he had put them in charge of a lady- 
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pupil of his, Miss Oclavi.i Hill, whose iKuno has 
since become famous as a philanthropic workci 
on similar linos. His pmnt was that a ^otul 
landlord could, if he abjuicd hi^h profits, ^ivo 
some fixity of tenure, make the houses eomft>it- 
abU*T and provide a little ^i;ronnd fm lecreation. 
It is ;»enor.ilIy calculated th.it mu h pioj'eity slmidil 
brin^ in, owin,;* lt» it'- insecuiitx .is an invest- 
ment, at least to per cent. Hut Kuskin took S 
per cent., and spent the m.if)«in on iin|uovements. 
At this time he had not develojn d Ins latei 
heresies alumt the sinfulness <>j .ill nsiiiy. I will 
not go into that question, beeaua* it is .i eonipli- 
cated one, and because Rnskin — as he often 
did — adoptcii a principle upon insufheirnt and 
inadequate grounds, lie did not relleet that all 
interest is ultimately due to the multiplying power 
and the stored natural products of the i-.u th, and 
that the basis of all increment is that yon can 
dig things like coal out of the earth on the one 
hand, by which the available commodities cd the 
earth are increased, and that if yon sow a grain 
of wheat, a dozen grains are the result. The 
question is not of course as simple as that ; hut 
while it may be contended that all ca])ital and 
all increment alike are tlie property of the 
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community, and ought not to be appropriated 
any one individual, that is not the same thing 
as saying that all interest on capital received by. 
private persons is wrong. 

Ruskin had a very painful correspondence with 
Miss Octavia Mill at a later date, which is all 
printed in Furs. Some criticisms which she had 
made on his unpractical grasp of business vexed 
him, and he accused her of treachery, and of dis* 
couragiiig would-be adheicnts. She amply vindi* 
cated herself ; but the gap was not bridged, 
though he ultimately parted with the whole of 
his small house property to Miss fiill, and ten 
years later frankly admitted his error. He tried . 
too the experiment of a small tea and coffee shopj ' 
with a fantastic care of details, such as the ' 
painted sign and the old china jars in the window. 
The business paid its expenses and produced a 
fair profit. But it is difficult to say how much 
of this was due to Mr. Riiskin’s prestige. Tolstoy, 
the Russian novelist, had a sharp lesson in this 
respect, when he found that a pair of very ia< 
different shoes, which he made in order that he ■ 
might earn a w'age by manual work, were kept- 
under a glass case as curiosities to be shown to ‘ 
visitors. And then too Ruskin made an expert* ' 
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ment al^out liis books It must I^c rcmrinbrred 
that his fortune was ittc!itn|* aw.iy like snow in 
a thaw. Hut he li.iteci lud paper and bad print, 
he could Hid be.u the system of discounts and 
trade comiiiissions, so lie wilhdrew Ins earlier 
worte^ (roni circulation, and made it as incon- 
venient as possihlf bn every one concerned to 
get the books, and as dithcult as pos ible tor any 
incidental profit to be made out ot them. Hut the 
public has tlir art ot scenting out and .^ettind what 
it WMnts; and in spite of his precantii»ns, the 
books were bought- indeed the profits wliudi 
Ruskiii received on his books |*ave him an income, 
when all his fortune was gone, of something like 
£4000 a year ; so that he was a rich man to 
the end of his days. Hut it does not by any 
means follow that it was a fair trading arrange- 
ment; indeed, it was only made possible by his 
increasing popularity, and cannot be cited as an 
economic precedent. 

And then at last he made his great experiinnit. 
He began in 1871 to ask for definite adiierenls 
' to help him in carrying Out his iricas in practite. 
^ His aim was to fight the spirit of commercialism, 
whi£h he believed was at the root of half the pre« 

. valent evils. He wanted men and women to join 
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with him ill a serious attcMiipt to live a simple life 
— he never preached or practised asceticism in 
any form — to introduce higher aims and a taste 
for purer pleasures. lie thought that the re- 
claiming of waste land might give employment 
and healthy work. He di*l not believe ' that 
political agitation would do anything ; but 
thought that if all those who had held the 
same sort of creed as himself aiul owned the 
same hopes, would come out of their conven- 
tional |>osition in a ba^c an<l hide-bound society, 
the body thus created would Ikcoiuc a force 
which would have to be recko.U'd with. His 
idea was a Socialistic one, that capital, the means 
and material of labour, should be in the hands of 
Ot)vrrnment — that is in a ci ntral body to whom 
authority was to be delegated ; and so he founded 
a company or Guiltl, the Guild of St. George, 
which was (o hold property for the benefit of 
its incinbers. Kvery member was to assent to 
a comprehensive little creed, and to do some 
sort of work for his living ; to ol>cy the authority 
of the officers of the Guild, and to contribute a 
tithe of his income to a central fund. The fund 
was to buy land for the members to cultivate; 
to h.avc a common store of valuable property; 
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to prefer iinnual labour to machinery, In use 
wind and water power f<‘r mills and factories, 
not steam ; to give fair wage^, to found museums, 
to train retined taste, and to give healthy oppor- 
tunities of I; creation, lie aiiuisid himself with 
ail ^^lls nf (lutailcfl t niKlnu-nts, pi city ;tl>sur(i 
faiu'ic^, wliicli !^ri)u,i;hl (!isiiiilit cm llu- sclu’Uic. 
TliUf* no wine wa-s to In* diiink winili was not 
ten ycai'i old, a new ct»in.i^c w.i'^ to be desi^^ned ; 
the nicinbris wui* to wear ro‘'lnnus indicative 
of tlicir rank and occupation, and to wcui jewels 
which Wtfc to be uncut, except a^^ates. 

Thc*n he selected a coinpichcnsivc little library 
to include all that lie thouj’lit it ^ood for a man to 
read ; such botjks as the /Crofiomicus of Xenophon, 
for a manual of liouseiiold life, and Ciottlielf's 
Ulric thf Ftmiirr, from a French vcrsit.n which 
he loved, because his father had been used to 
read it alone to him as a boy. 

He began by giving the Guild a tenth of his 
fortune, which was still a large c>ne. The tithe 
came to £7000, and in three years the rest of 
the civilised world contributed £2^0. He took a 
cottage near Sheffield, and stored some fine tilings 
there, pictures and minerals. The first laiul held 
bv the Guild was a farm of thirteen acres at 
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Abbeydale, near ShcfBeld, which was bought 
the Guild and taken over by a knot of enthusiasts^.^ 

i' ’* 

who knew nothing of farniingi but were earniogv 
a living in other ways. It was a ludicrous fatlurCt t; 
They employed a baililT^ who aivsorbed the profits.;^ 
The land, bought at nearly £100 an acre, ptoved 
woitliless: it bcc.itnc a tea-garden, and Riiskifl 
was Muindly alnibcd for the failure. Heside thiSi 
the (fiiild had a cottage at Scat borough, tw*o acres 
of moorland at Harniouth, and a wood in Wor* 
ccstet .shire. One or two local industries were 
stalled in the Isle of Man and in the Lakes» 
but the whole e.xpcrtment was a failurCf and 
not even a failure of the colossal and tragic 
kind, but a petty and dismal failure, so that 
one hanlly knows whether to laugh or cry over 
it all, at its vast designs and beautiful outlineSg 
and its very scrappy and grotcM|ue performances. 

\Vc may ask why a man whose genius was 
so great, whose view of tlic world was so noble^ 
witosc principle'^ were so just and in many 
ways so sensible, and whose influence was 
potent, should have had to suffer this ghastly - 
fiasco ? Well, in the first place Ruskin mistook^, 
his powers and his opportunity. A prophet mu^'*. 
be content to be a prophet. He muat not clatoi^ 
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clo^c holil o\ct details tlio^c must pow up 
naturally out ot Ins ideis wIku tlu\ are aiccptcd. 
Many of Knskins ideas aie taking shape and 
working (liemsilves dut pr.iclK. 1 lines. Hut 
in addition to liis uUas 1* must l>e iiindiiheitd 
tliat*he lud 111 one *^insi a piuihal inind» in 
that Ik lo\ed ptcctsuMt of detail in r\i filling, 
and desired (.(luuti (Xp'ission of Ins ditams. 
But he dll not tull\ gi i p the i>iiiuiple» of 
economic N, and lu did not tindti stand litiinaii 
nature He ua« licking in nnaginitoc s\inpatli\. 
He could not Ih'u\c that tiuu wiie plint> of 
robust sc sibie and viitiioiis people in the worltl 
who did not \ due ait it a pins he id, ind 
who dcsiied to be loinfoitible in a loinnion- 
ptace \\i\. One in i\ wish (hit Inimni nitnic 
were difleient , one niav lo\c great ide is, and 
deure peace and beauty to prc\aih ind yet gi isp 
the fact tint all hunuii beings ire not built on 
the simc lincb. All the th.iimniK (ltt.(il< oi 
Rudkin's 1’topi.i wcie simply, <iii cxprc•^slon cif 
his own pure and dainty pi efeii nets, and Ik. tiinli 
the mistake of wishing tu impose Du in upon 
Others, ot rather of belicMiig that people otil) 
required to lie told what was beautiful to dcsiic 
it. It was this intense and stuhhorn dogmatism, 
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this sense of rightness in his own tastes and 
preferences, that was at the root of all his bitter 
failures. By his glowing words and by his 
«»wn pure example he was sowing seed fast. 
Blit hr desired to see an irninediatc harvest^ 
and thi^ the prophet cannot hope for — or tf he 
dors hope for it, he is destined to horrible dis- 
appointment. T(» mr thr details of Ktiskin's 
schemes arc infinitely charming and pathetic; 
but I sluMilfl irsriit any rompiilsion in such a 
matter, while the wlude Mtuation seems to me 
as iiinitteiably tragic as any situation I know 
in litcratuic or hie. This -.en^itivr Ingli-minded 
enthusiastic man, lashing InniNt !t into fien/y at 
the sight of the brute force'^ i)l human stupidity 
ami basene.s, in all tluu awtul strength and 
solidity, finding that human beings would neitlier 
be chaimed nor caressed nor laughed nor scolded 
into agreement, is to me one of the mt»st august 
and pathetic figures that it is possible li) con- 
ceive — beyond tlie reacli indeed of human imagi- 
nation. C>ne IS thrilled and awed and harrowed 
by the trageilicN of Shakespe -ie o- the novels 
i}{ Tolstoy. But the whole of Kuskm's works 
and letters are like a gigantic romance, with 
the difference that, instead (»f being conditioned 
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by the iniaj'in.itu>ii •>( ;i novelist, they are a 
volume straight tiom the awful hanit t>f (hul, 
where no >*h‘^ta<.le^ are MUt'oilied away by happy 
coincifleiu'es, m«» wioims loiuenientlv n^htetl, 
but where (uie can see ll.e tierce eimtliet i»f 

elemc^ital foiees with a *-in.j^le scuil, as nohle, 
as perceptive, as subtle, as delicate as any spirit 
which was ever liuketl to a human tiaine, li^ht- 
in^ Mii^le-iiamied, in sotinu and de^p.m, a^aiirt 
all the haish .ind stinni^ taits nt !ile - iii>t only 
facts that wreck live, anl darken Iuhiu-s, but 
the vriv tails tliat set III t>> make lor loiiteut 
merit ami d«di;^lit. It is the dieadlnl hewdtler- 
meiil tii.it ctuius ot tryiiiji; to see where anti 

what (f«»d leallv is, nifl mi wdiit h suit* lie is 

light in.; that makes the Iraijedy <.l the situation; 
and though the siufait* in.iN be iippler) by 
humour anti absurdity, yet the ct ne, it tine 
views it l.iiily, is like the picliue ilrawn bv 
Homer ot (Jliaryhdis the swiftly miming* title, 
the shudder of the inovin;4 deeps, till m the 

spin and e'ldy of the rtiarm;; ’race, the depth 
IS laid bare, ami the laith !m rself appears, I, l.i< k 
with sand. 


K 
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And here I will relate in a few words what 
was prohahly the central fact in Kuskin’b life 
— a love that trantiformed it>eli from a paternal 
affection into a conhuming passion ; a love which 
was for years the mainspring and comh^rt of 
Ins life, and the frustration of which not only 
cost him the deepest of all the sorrows he had 
\n endure, Init caused tlie strain under which 
Ills overburdened mind give way. One must 
not look too ilnsely into an episode like this; 
but It was to such an extciU the pivot of his 
hie, it explained so much, it accounted for so 
much, that it must be known anci it must be 
indicated. 

It was in 1858 that it began. It was at 
Klieinfeiden, in that year, that on a Sunday 
walk he gathered a purple orchis by the road» 
side, and mi coming home took pencil in hand 
to sketch it. A ti ivial incident enough ! But 
it seems to have l>rought lumie to him tlie ugly, 
iiguliiy and absurdity i»f his Sabbatarian train- 
ing ; and he dated from that incident a train 
of thought wliich led to his abjuring his old 
Evangelical beliefs. A Sund.iy at Turin a few ^ 
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^eks later, when he attended a little Piotcst.int 
cliapel i»f \V;ddeiiMan>» put the tini>lun^ toncli. 
He heard the grim I^lrltan d*»ct:inc'' i»f Calvin- 
ism and Predc^tin.iiiaiii.stn preache<! with a fierce 
unction^ and t!u* !u)rror •>{ it all came suddenly 
homt^ In him. lie left the chapel converted 
inside out/' ;k< lie said. When he 1 cached 
homo a few davs l.der, in a very despondent 
frame of nnn<l, he leceived a letter fri»m a 
stranger in I.ondon, Mis. I..1 T(uiche. an hisli- 
woman, a half-^ntti of Lmd Des.nt, asking if he 
could find time Xw give her three childien a few 
lessons 111 di awing, and adding that she ventuicil 
to ask the favour hecau e she luheved him to he 
the only sound tcaclier of ail. The frankness of 
the request took Iiis f.iney, and lie wi nt loimd 
to call, little thinking what was in store foi him. 
This was Ins description ut what happniecl : 
^'Presently the drawing-ioom door opened and 
Rosie came in, <{iiietly taking stock of me with 
her blue eyes as she walked across the room ; gave 
me her hand as a good dog gives* it » paw, a d 
then stood a hlllc hack. *l thought y<iu o 
ttgly/ she told me afterwards. She di<!ii't cjinle 
mean that; hut only that her m<dhei having 
talked much of my * greatness ' to her, she had 
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expected me to be something like Garibaldi or* 
the Elgin Theseus ; and was extremely disap> 
pointed.’* 

Rose La Touche was undoubtedly a very charm* 
ing and precocious child, extremely beautiful, full 
of lively fancies, with marvellous power of wibning 
and returning love, with pretty half-mocking 
half-caressing ways, with a set of pet nicknames 
for the people round her ; just the sort of 
child, with her wayward fancies and her lavish 
affection, to win the heart of a sorrowful and 
lonely man. lie wiote, long .ifter ; — "Rose, in 
he.trt, w.is with me always, and all I did w.as for 
her sake." (.)ne of those relations grew up w’hich 
are iiiteiiiely moving to think of, and even to read 
of, hilt which can li.mlly Inrar to he spoken about, 
with all the silly pietty chattels, the little jokes 
and ipi.irrels anti rect>nciliations, that arc too 
iiitiiiialf t*i record, and yet which may play so 
intense a part in daily life. Some of the letters 
vhe wrote to him are preservetl — indeed he 
carried her first letter tt* alx)ut witb> 

him for years, enclosevl iti thin plates of gold 
— and some of hi> Jtdter^ to her are printedg 
in which one sees with irrepressible emotion 
how this man of middle-age, in the forefrodi i 
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of the writers aud workers of the day, poiirc<l 
out his heart and mind to the giil and depended 
■on her sympathy and ewn Ikm* counNcl. Such 
things cannot be ijiioted, but they ;uc intensely 
' moving, and to me even im>ie tlian l^eaiitiful. 
She Vas a child of ten when they first met, 
and when she was ciglitecn the wliolc of Kiisknrs 
power of devotion was centred upon lier. lie 
told her of his desire that she sluuitd bec«uiie 
his wife, but she could give him no answer, 
and he agreed to wait tdl ''he was twenty-one. 

Did you see the gleam of sunshine yesterday 
afternoon?" Ku'^kin wrote to liurnc-Jones. <M( 
you had only seen /i/*r in it, bareheaded, lietween 
my laurels and iny piimrose bank!" Hut slie 
had no desire to change the old relation, and 
moreover, she had become deeply devriut mi 
the Evangelical lines which he had discardeil. 
She published a little religious manual in 1K73 
called Cowls and Light, and wlien lie asked her 
for answer, she told him frankly and sweetly 
enough that she could not marry aif luibclievci . 

He plunged into work to deaden thought. In 
'.iiut autumn of 1874 he heard that she was dying ; 
her precocious intellect and her deep icligious 
emotion had burnt the vital sp.irk out. The 
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story Used to he that he went off at once^ to 
her, but that she refused to see him unless he 
could say lh.it he loved God iKdter than herself^ 
and this lie would not say. Hut the story is not 
true. He saw her often, and was with her to 
the last. She died in 1875, and his heart was 
luiried in licr jjravc. 

This IS one of the little allusions he made 
to the end of his hopes, in a letter to some of 
his nearest friends : 

have just lie.iul th.it my poor little Rose is' 
i;one where the liawlhorn hlijssoin^ j[*») — wliich 
I’ve been trying to descnbe all the morning— 
and can't get them to stay with me. ... I have 
been long prepared, so vtui need not be anxious 
abtuit me. Hut the tree branches look very black/' 

In 1874, before her illnes", he wrote to his 
old friend Miss Heever : •• I wanted my Rosie 
hnr. In heaven I mean to go and l.i!k to Pylha* 
gora> and Socrates .ind Valerius I*ublicola. I 
shan’t care a bit for Rosie there, she needn’t think 
il. What will grey eyes and red checks be good 
for/AiV/-/” That w.is it. He saw all round him 
others happy and blest in wedded love, refreshing 
their weary spirits and hc.aling tlie hurts of combat 
in the quiet peace of home. Heaven seemed fo 
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heap ujx^n him tlie thin^> for wluch he did 
not care, .ind to deny him wh.it he do'^ired and 
needed fhose who saw him surrounded 

by love and eare. honouud and famous, rich 
and Usin^ Ins wealth ^eiu‘ri>iiNlY for what was 
near^*^t to liis mmd. maivelle<l that he couhl still 
carry ah. ml wnh Imn a spiin^ oi secret sot row 
-—which indeed he did not allow to overilow, 
but whieli yet poisoned all Ins liappiiu-ss. Kew 
then finessed what it all meant, and how the 
distracted work m winch he indul^ecl, the nritahle 
rcstlessncvs of luam and heait, weie Imt Ins Inave 
attempts to lorj*cl. Wo may h»se om selves m vain 
speculation as to wiiat mi^ht have hcen the issue 
of it all, could he hut have yametl what he desired, 
or why hitler a cup was forced to his lips. Hut 
that i> the story, ami not only cannot the influence 
of that love, winch hej»an so hiij^htly ami ^aily 
under the tender lights and dews of dawn, and 
which wa\ed into so lud and liioad a noun of 
passion, he overlooked and set aside ; Imt it must 
rather be regarded as the one central fact of 
Ruskin's inner life : it revealed to him the worth 

t 

and depth of love ; and in its agc)ny of dis- 
appointment, its sharp earthly clo>e, it laid his 
spirit in the dust, and condemned him to a 
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solitude of pain, the secret significance of whk^ 
perhaps came home to him in those hours of 
incomiiuinicahic musing, when the music of the 
world was dumb to him, and the light of beauty 
sickened and died on tower and tree. 
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As life's sand** ran nut, and Ruskin''* nld cnua- 
nimity i){ work dichiicd. the ran;;i* and sweep 
of his plans lu^ ame more vast and wide. He 
wrote liiiniorously in 1H75: — 

‘M he)»in to ask inysclf. with s*»nu:wliat pressing; 
arithmetic, h(»vv tnucii tune is likely to he left me, 
at the age of liity-^LX, to complete the v.iiions 
designs fiir whuh, until past fifty, I was imiely 
collecting mateiial. Of these matenals I have 
now enough by me for a most inteirsliiig (in 
my own opinion) history id fifternlh-ceiitiii y 
Florentine Art, in six octavo volumes ; an an.ily .is 
of the Attic art of tlic fifth century Ii.c‘. in three 
volumes; an exliaustivc liistory of northern lliii- 
tccnth-ccntiiry ait, in ten volumes; a life of Sir 
Walter Scott, with analysis of modern epic art, 
in seven volumes ; a life of Xenophon, with 
analysts of the general principles of education, 
in ten volumes ; a commentary *011 Hcn*»<l, with 
final analysis of the principles of Political Kco- 
noroy, in nine volumes; and a general dcscnpli(»n 
of the geology and botany of tlic Alps, in twenty- 
four volumes." 

•5S 
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He lectured a good deal in this year, and. 
studied Botany and Geology. But since the 
Christmas in Venice of which I have spoken, his 
writings took on a new tinge. He read the Bible 
more diligently, and like many men whose opinions 
have widened, felt its inspiration more deeply, as 
his reliance on its literal and verbal accuracy 
declined. At the same time he began to take up 
a distinctly antagonistic attitude to science and 
the conclusions of science. He did not shun 
the closest investigations of nature, but he thought 
that he was bound to protest against the in- 
creasing tendencies to materialism, lie became 
in fact a mystic ; his faith slipped from the 
bands of orthodoxy, and became very much 
w'hat Carlyle's faith was, a vague but intense 
Theism, which recognised, as far as one can 
apply human terms to things so remote and 
abstruse, a mind, a purpose, a will at work behind 
nature and man. It is of course the insoluble . 
enigma, the realisation of a power presumably 
all-originating and all-powerful, which is yet in 
a condition of combat, and appears to thwart 
its own designs. It is the old question of free- 
will in another shape. There is little logical 
ground for believing in free-will, and yet it is, 
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so far as experience and consciousness goes, the 
one indisputable fact of life. Tlie difliculty of 
course is this. If God is the origin of all pheno- 
mena and all conditions, He must have imposed 
upon Himself limitations, because flis law is not 
hartiionious, but obstructs itself. The moral sense 
is at variance with the natural instinct. Hut f(»r 
all that Ruskin*s faith was firm, if it was not 
definite, and he put it in the forefront of his 
teaching. He wrote from Oxford : — 

** I gave yesterday the twelfth and la-^t of my 
course of lectures this teim, to a room ciowded 
by six hundred people, two-tliirds members of 
the University, and with its door wedged open 
by those who could not get in ; this interest of 
theirs being granted me, I doubt not, because 
for the first lime in Oxford 1 have been able 
to speak to tlicni boldly of immortal life.” 

But it was a lime of awful strain. His Rose 
was dying, and he could not pledge his belief even 
to her and to her dying pi-aycrs. Yet he opened 
his heart to many new friends, , He became greatly 
attached to the Duke of Albany, then at Oxford, 
and went to stay at Windsor Castle with liim. He 
visited Mr. Gladstone at Hawarden, and convinced 
himself that he had been wrong in ever doubting 
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his entire sincerity. He cancelled a passage he^ , 
had written in Fors disparaging Mr. Gladstone's.' 
principles, and inserted a note in the blank space,, 
to say that tlie gap was a memorial of rash judg- .. 
ment. He also formed a close friendship with 
Mr. Gladstone’s daughter Mary, now the widoWed 
Mrs. Drew. But things were going with him from 
bad to worse. He felt the strain of his work, but 
could not rest. He wrote a touching letter about 
his sense of inadequacy and failure. It seems ' 
strange that a man who was becoming one of the. 
foremost and must influential men in England 
should feel thus ; and no doubt physical causes 
were largely responsible. But all his practical 
enterprises seemed to break down ; and what he 
could neither see nor measure was the steady 
growth of his influence. He wrote : — 

“ My own feeling, now, is that everything 
which has hitherto happened to me, and been 
done by me, whether well or ill, has been fitting 
me to take greater fortune more prudently, and ; 
to do better work more thoroughly. And just 
when I seem to be coming out of school — ^'’er.y ^ 
sorry to have been such a fi)oUsh boy, yet 
having taken a prize or two, expecting now to 
enter upon some more serious business than 
cricket, I am dismissed by the Master I hoped to. 
serve, with a — ‘That’s all I want of you, sir.' ” 



• A STUDY IN PERSONALITY 157 

He was working at a catalogue of Turner's 
.Sawings, and at a number of Fors, little 
guessing that it would be the Iasi he would write 
for seven dreary years ; and he gave a very touch- 
ing account of Turner's last days, and of the sense 
of failure and public indilTerence wliich embit- 
tered the great painter's later years. He spoke of 
Turner’s youthful picture of Collision, veiled in 
morning mists ; and went on to tell of 'rurncr's 
last prodigious efforts, and of how his ** health, 
and with it in great tlcgrce his mind, failed sud- 
denly, with a ^nap of some vital cord.” And 
then he wrote the passage, the most beautiful 
and pathetic which he ever penned : ■ 

. Morning breaks, as I write, along those 
Coniston Kells, and the level mists, motionless and 
grey beneath the rose of the moorlands, veil I lie 
lower woods, an<l the sleeping village, and the long 
lawns by the Iakc->hore. 

^*Oh that some one had but told me, m my 
youth, when all my heart seemed tr> be set (ui 
these colours and clouds, that appeiu* for a litllr 
while and then vanish away, liow little my love of 
. them would serve me, when tlie silence of lawn 
and wood in the dews of morning slumlcl be c(»m- 
pletcd ; and all my thoughts should be of lliose 
whom, by neither, I was to meet more!” 

Then, as suddenly, hK friends became aware 
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that in him too the strain and the sorrow of his 
life had broken through the bulwarks, and invaded 
the inmost fortress of life and consciousness. 
H is mind lost its balance. It was hoped at first, 
that it was but a temporary affection, but it grew 
worse day by clay, and after a time of horiHble 
suspense to those about him, his sudden and 
dangerous illness was announced. The chief 
feature of his state was a continuous delirium, 
arising from some obscure infiammalion of the 
tissues of the brain. Let me quote the beautiful 
and tender words of one of his nearest friends, 
Professor Collingwood, on the subject. 

“ Let such troubles of the past be forgotten : 
all that 1 now remember of many a weary night 
and day is the vision of a great soul in torment, 
and through purgatorial fires the ineffable tender- 
ness of the real man emerging, with his passionate 
appeal to justice and baffled desire for truth. 
To those who could not follow the wanderings of 
the wearied brain it was nothing but a horrible 
or a grotesque nightmare. Some, in those trials, 
learnt as they could not otherwise have learnt 
to know him, and to love him .as never before." 

The affliction took him quite unawares. There 
had been definite premonitory symptoms. The 
only thing that might have shown him where he 
was drifting was rapid alternation of intense ex- 
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citement, accompanied by vivid dreams and un- 
natural restlessness, with periods of intense 
depression. And here 1 will say :i few words 
about Ruskin’s mental condition for the rest of 
his life. He is often spoken of as having been 
mad. That is not at all the ease. He had no 
fixed delusion, no insane preoeciipation. 

He wrote, for instance, to Miss Gladstone about 
one of his attacks : — 

** I find it will be quite impossible for me to 
come to Hawarden this autumn, 1 am very 
utterly sorry, and should only make you sorry for 
me if 1 were to tell you the half of the weaknesses 
and the worries which compel me to stay at 
home, and forbid all talking. The chief of all 
reasons being, however, that in my present state 
of ilhiess, nearly every word anybody says, if I 
care for them, cither grieves or astonishes me 
to a degree which puts me off my sleep, and off 
my w\jrk, and off my meal. 1 am obliged to 
wwk at botany and mineralogy, and to put cotton 
in my ears ; but you know' one eaiVt pay visits 
wdiile one's climbing that hill of the voices, even 
if some sweet ones mingle in the murmur of 
them. 1*111 rather going down the hill than up 
just now', it’s so slippery ; but I haven*t turned - 
only slipped backwards." 

Or again he wrote, at a later date : — 

If a great illness like that is quite conquered, 
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the return to the lovely world is well Wortli.; 
having left it for the painful time ; one never ' 
knew what beauty was before (unless in happy ^ 
love which I had about two hours and three- ‘ 
quarters of once in my life). I am really better ' 
now than for some year's back, able every day 
for a little work, not fast, but very slow (se(;ond 
Praet. isn’t out yet. I'm just at work on the 
eleventh chapter), and able to take mure pleasure 
in things than lately. 

P'or a good many years after this first attack 
of derangement and delirium, he had similar 
attacks, but never <ine so bad. They were gener- 
ally heralded by the same excitement and the 
same depression ; but when they were over, he 
relumed rapidly and securely to his ordinary 
health ; and indeed, as Professor CoHingwood wrote, 
they passed over him like storm-clouds leaving 
a clear sky. Indeed he was in many ways happier 
and more tranquil in the intervals than he had 
been before. He knew perfectly well what had 
li.ippencd to him, that he had been, as it is called,- 
out of his mind. Hut he spoke of it frankly and 
eveu humorously, aud described his insane fancies. . 
He never showed any morbidity about it, nor did 
it in any way aflect liis relation to his ow/i circle ‘ 
or to his outside friends. It just came and' ' 
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went as other illness might come and pass away. 
He had fallen ill in February. By May he was 
at work again. His friends, anxious to show their 
sympathy and esteem, bought Turner’s great pic- 
ture of tlic Spliigen for looo guineas, and gave it 
him, io his great delight. 

2 

But there was a singular and notoriou*^ adven- 
ture just ahead of him. He had taken occasion 
in a number of Fors to dismiss the works of Mr. 
Whistler with a contemptuous paragraph. 

I cannot here go into the main question. 
There can be no doubt that Whistler was in his 
< way a very great artist, though a very unequal 
Some of his portraits arc beyond praise. 
But it may be questioned whether his biilliant 
and impressionist experiments in colour in the 
pictures such as the Nocturnes, ;nid in particular 
the Nocturne in Blue and Silver of old Battersea 
Bridge, which was produced in court, can be 
taken quite seriously. But art is one of those 
things about which it is impos<;il)Ie to argue. 

..The pictures are beautiful in the eyes of trained 
critics, and have a mysterious suggeslivenesji. 
Their permanence cannot be foretold. The point 
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is that no tribunal can lay down whether a 
cular picture is great and good art, because 
much depends upon its suggestive effect. 
might as well have a lawsuit about a lyric of fif 
Tennyson’s. On the other hand, in so far as the,'^' 
artist is a tradesman, he maybe affected jDy a 
damaging statement of a critic, and deprived ciil'l 
his means of livelihood. . ' i 

Ruskin it seems, before his illness, anticipated 
with unconcealed delight the prospect of the trial. ' 
He wrote or said to Lady Burne-Jones : “ It’s mere , 
nuts and nectar to me, the notion of having to- 
answer for myself in court, and the whole thing. , 
will enable me to assert some principles of art ' 
economy which I've never got into the public’s- 
head by w'riting ; but may get sent all over the 
world vividly in a newspaper report or two." - . 
The words complained of were these. Ruskin , 
had written that pictures ought not to have beeu 
admitted to the Grosvenor Gallery in which the.' 
'Jl-educated conceit of the artist so nearly ap;- .. 
proach the aspect of wilful imposture. " I haVe "'- 
seen and heard much of cockney impudent 
before now, but never expected to hear a coxcoml^^^ 
ask tw’O hundred guineas for dinging a pot 
paint in the public's face." Ruskin was tob UI.’v;' 
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io be present at the trial, but Whistler gave his 
evidence with his unparalleled assurance and 
^^umour. He admitted that he had “ knocked 
a Nocturne in two days. 'I’he Attorney- 
General said, “ The labour of two days, then, is 
that •for which you ask two hundred guineas ? ” 
if.*‘ No," said Whistler, " I ask it for the knowledge 
of a lifetime." 

Burne-Jones himself gave memorable evidence. 
Bowen asked him if he thought one of the Noc- 
turnes a work of Art. 

Bimu-JoHes.—*' No, I cannot say that it is. 
It is only one of a thousand failures that artists 
have made in their efforts to paint night.” 

Bowen . — “ Is that picture in your judgment 
worth two hundred guineas ? ” 

Burne-Jones . — “ No, I cannot say that it is, 
iseeing how much careful work men do for much 
less. Mr. Whistler gave infinite promise at first, 
which he has not since justified. I think he has 
^evaded the great difficulty of painting, and has not 
^ tested his powers by carrying it out ... the 
; danger is this, that if unfinished pictures become 
.. .common, we shall arrive at a stage of mere 
manufacture, and the art of the country will 
''be degraded.” 
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Of old Battersea Bridge the Judge (Huddleston) 
said, “Are those figures on the top intended for 
people " 

Whtstlft . — " They are just what you like." 

Judge.— “That is a barge beneath"*" 

Wlnstlet, — “Yes, 1 am veiy much flattered at 
your seeing that." 

The whole tiial was metely faicical, and the 
jury gave a veidiU in Whistler’s favour, with 
damages one fai thing. It is liiicl to see what else 
they could do but cntei into the joke. Both 
sk1<‘s li.id to pay then own costs, and Ruskin’s 
friends subsciihtd t > pay his, whitli came to £$8e;. 
Wliisllei wrote to his solicitor to suggest that his 
own supp iters should do the same, adding, “in 
the e\ent ot a subsci iption, I would willingly ton- 
tiibute ray own initc.' They w'cre not subscribed 
foi, and Whistle I wtnt thiough the bankruptcy 
comt. It IS said th.it he woie the tai thing on his 
witch ch.un till the end of his life 

It IS not a vety dignibcd episode ; and nothmg 
C.U1 I eally justify the tone ot aiiogaiit and mali- 
cious coiitcnpl which Kuskin h id used. It was 
a Hash of his pcrctise and untable dogmatism. 
He h.id Clacked tin htcraiy wh<p so long and so 
loud, and so many whips had been ciacked at 
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himself, that he had foi gotten how much such 
flourishes might hurt* 

But further than that, om cannot acquit Kuskin 
in the mattei ot having exhibit! d an evil and a 
tyrannical tempei. He wis a man ot very gieat 
distniction, and Ik held a sttpt erne and unassailed 
position in the wuild ot an. Single-handed he 
had accomplished a gieat revolution ; he had, like 
Mahomet, biokeii the old idols oi the land, and he 
had established a new set of 1 lots in then place. 
He must have known that hi-» words would ciiry 
immens' weight. If he had mide the position 
of the Pie-Haphachtes sccuie, he ought to have 
reflected that he cimld do much to unmake the 
positum of a single aitist. And then the cntiusin 
was what the French call saugttmu — it was stupid, 
and it was expressed brutally and vindictively, 
considering the ai lists whom he had ignoiedand 
the stiange medley of paintei^ whom he had 
praised; considering too that there weu gieit 
tracts of ait of which he knew nothing, and tint 
his life had been spent in chscov’cnng painters of 
unrecogni'-cd mciit, the whole judgnumt was 
childish and pctuluit. At tins very time he w^as 
exalting to the skies Miss Kate Giecnaway, an 
artu>t who had no paiticiilai technical distinction, 
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but only a delightful knack of catching the charm 
of childhood. 

It may be urged in cxcu&e that he was at this 
time mure conscious of failute than of success; 
that he was in a state of exaspeiatcd indignation 
against the ptcjiidice and the indifleicnce of the 
world about causes which he Iiad passionately 
at heart. And then too he loathed the cynical 
levity, the touch of the mountebank which there 
undoubtedly w<is about Whistlei He could not 
believe that any great art lould ptocecd from 
such a spud lie was bound indeed by his own 
principles to bchc\c and maintain this, though 
he had nevei taken the tiouble to hud out that 
those principles wcie not tiuc. He could not 
s(‘e that tlieie might co-cMst in a character like 
Whistlei ’s a great seriousness about art and a 
supcihcnl iiony about life He felt with liurne* 
Jones that the point at issue w.is moial rather 
than aitistu, and the hicile impressiveness, the 
charming tnckcry of Whistler’s art seemed tp 
him w'lcked, pernicious and degrading. But the 
episode is intensely significant, because it tears 
away the veil of couitesy and humour and 
chivalry, the personal appe il which made Kuskia’s 
attitude to human beings so touching and so 
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fascinating, ,uid ie\cals the dogmatic and cell- 
righteous spmt which wias the loot ol all his 
troubles, and which I peisonally believe was the 
reason why he needed so heew and peisisteut a 
chastening. The spmt of dc'gmatisni, ot mtel 
tectual and spiritual piidc, is, I make no doubt, 
the most de.idly and daiigcious ipialitc in the 
world The old alltgoiy of the fall of Satan and 
the rebel angcL is a \ehiclc of the sternest and 
haidest tiiith, because it shows whd is oi may be 
the la<t and dicpcd fault of the puicst and most 
exalted spirit. Kuskin was by natuic a vtiy noble 
and guileless charactei. Ills intcllcetu.il tneigy 
saved him fioin .ill gieissci sins ; but he hid, .uid 
it would be idle to conced it, this uni in1ulci<ibli 
fault, which w.is hidden fiom him by the geiiit- 
osity and fineness of his enthusasms lie knew 
he was light , and th^iugh this g.i\c iniuti ol wtiit 
he said a gieat intensity and diivitig foiee, bic.ius(* 
thcie ate so numy natuies in the woild who .ire 
more desiious of being comniande'd than ol biMug 
persuaded, yet when it ovei -bummed the cup, it 
foamed itself away m rash uid mistakm judg- 
ments, which stuiied and cncunibeicd his message 
and left him weak and helpless. 1 look ujion 
Ruskm’s whole life as the exorcising and cisting 
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out of that demon. If, as 1 hold, the character/ 
the individuality, .survives alike the memory and 
the mortal frame and the frailer elements, then one 
can sec the need of this sad process of chastening 
and correcting ; and not otherwise. No faith can 
have vitality or hope which does not hold that we 
are somehow the better for our failures and our 
falls, however much they may have devastated our 
life and innucnce, with whatever shame and self- 
reproach they may have wasted our days. 

3 

Few things are more unsatisfactory than de- 
scriptions of places one has not seen. A dozen 
scratches with a pen on a piece of paper would 
give you a better idea of Brantwood than a dozen 
elaborate paragraphs. That is a humiliating fact 
for a writer, and I have often wondered why it is 
that words are so vague and powerless. What 
i.s worse still, one is generally disappointed in 
the appearance of a place of which one has read 
an elaborate description. I am in hopes that some 
of you may some day take a pious pilgrimage to 
Brantwood, and it is such a beautiful place that 
I am not much afraid that you will be dis- 
appointed. You must imagine a long and rather 
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narrow lake — the lake of Conistoii — it looks on 
the map like an elongated sausage — with low hills 
on cither side. Suppose yourself going up the 
lake from the rather dreary and undulating 
country that lies between its southern end and 
the* sea. About two miles from the upper end 
we will pause. At the head of the water he the 
steep woods of larch and pine, of Monk Coniston ; 
to the left is a little scattered village of stone or 
white rough-cast houses terraced up the slope. 
Above them rises the great mountain called the 
Old Man, and the ragged long-backed height of 
Welherlam, — huge green hills, with rolling <jut- 
lines, and outcrops of rock, their dark hollows 
and quiet folds full, as I have often seen them, 
of a soft golden haze. 

On the right, under a long line of heathery 
fells, their skirts covered with larch-woods and 
oak-copses, about a hundred feet above the lake, 
the big irregular white house of lirantwood poises 
on the slope, with green rteadows below it to 
the water’s edge, commanding a wide view down 
the lake and across to the Old M.in. The house 
lies embosomed in the thickets, among steej)- 
hanging close-grown copses, with long stems 
intertwined, and mossy grass under fool, rich 
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in spring with daffodils and hyacinths. Therp.; 
arc little climbing paths everywhere ; many 
dashing streams descend from the moorland in:^ 
pools and water-breaks, among moss-grown stones, ’ 
and the heathery bluffs above are fenced from 
the wood by high stone walls. < 

The house was hardly more than a cottage, 
when Mr. Ruskin first bought it, a damp and 
ramshackle little place belonging to Linton the 
engraver. He bought it for ^^1500, without even 
going to sec it, and it cost him several thousand 
pounds to make it comfortable. It stands on a 
platform partly hollowed out of the rock behind ; ' 
and the rooms which Mr. Ruskin added tower 
up behind the old low front. So steep is the fall 
of the ground that the big studio at the back 
of the house, four storeys up, has a door which 
opens on the wood above. The whole place ha^- 
always to me a half-ltalian air about it, like a 
villa among the chestnut woods of the Apennines. 
You approach it by a steep little carriage drive, 
emliowcred in rhododendrons. As the house 
extended itself backwards into the hill, it swallowed: 
up the ground space where a carriage could turn 
and so by an ingenious arrangement the drive 
passes under the back of the house itself, throng. 
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"a great stone-arched passage, very Italian in plan. 

■ It is all plain rough-cast, with square windows, 
,and slated with thick blue country slate. The 
comfort of it is that there is no attempt whatever 
style or taste; it is a house to live in, not to 
look at. The only signs of Gothic about it arc 
. a rather cockncyficd octagonal turret at one 
' corner, built to secure a wide view over the lake, 
and a row of little Gothic windows, with red 
stone facings, in the dining-room added by Mr. 
Ruskin. It has all the pleasing irregularity of 
* a big house whicli has grown out of a small 
one, full of endless passages and steep little 
staircases. When I last visited it, Mrs. Severn, 
to whom it now belongs, kindly allowed me to 
explore the whole domain, and 1 was taken round 
by Baxter, Riiskin's valet, a cheerful bald ruddy 
Irishman, who had the rare art of showing me 
. what 1 wanted to see without appearing ever to 
have taken a visitor round before. 

The whole place is extraordinarily simple and 
comfortable ; only gradually does one realise the 
^amazing splendour and rarity of the pictures 
/I which adorn the house. It is kept almost exactly 
^ as it was when Ruskin died ten years ago, and 
; , 1 suppose that the pictures must be worth over 
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a hundred thousand pounds. 1 cannot say vrhat . 
an impression of what the Romans called pUtas, 
reverential affection and tenderness, it gives to 
see the place preserved with such loving care. 
To put it as plainly as I can, the locking-up of 
so valu.ablc a treasure of art, which could be so 
easily dispersed, in so simple and unquestioning 
a spirit, merely in order to leave the shrine of a 
great man’s life untouched, is an evidence of a 
loyalty as rare as it is noble. 

Let me give you two instances. The dining- 
room contains a great Titian, a Tintoretto, a 
portrait of Raifaeile, probably painted by himself, 
a portniit of Reynolds us a boy, by himself, a 
portrait of Turner as a boy, by himself. 

But more moving still is the sight of Ruskin's 
bedroom, just as it was. A tiny room, with 
one window, an ugly grey paper, drugget on 
the floor ; a heavy clumsy mahogany bed and 
old-fashioned mahogany furniture; a big book- 
shelf of well-used readable books, poetry, novels, 
and biographies ; and on the walls, in very' 
ordinary frames, hung close together, some twenty 
of the most magnificent Turner water-colours in 
the world — and among them a little dreary 
water-colour painting by old Mr. Ruskin, of,, 
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^Onway Castle, about which his father used to 
tell Ruskin a story every morning when he used 
as a little boy to come in before breakfast to 
watch pupa shaving. 

That is a moving place, that little room, 
hauoted, alas, with very heavy and shadowy fears 
and sorrows, saciecl if any room is sacred, not 
to be visited witii light-hearted curiosity, but 
with the reverence due to the sufferings of a 
noble spirit. When Mrs. Severn fust took me 
there, some years ago, her kind eyes tilled 
suddenly with teai> which she did not even try 
to dissemble, and I am not ashamed to say that 
I was no less moved, f<3r I ktiew what lici 
thoughts must be, 

Down below is the little low-ceiled study, 
where Ruskin worked, sitting at a loinid table 
ill the bow that looks out upon the lake and the 
mountains. It was thero that lie penned those 
intensely pathetic words that I have quoted, the 
last he wrote before he sank into the long seven 
years’ silence. 

The room itself has the same air of comfort, 
almost bourgeois cosiness, which is so strong a 
note, of the house. The mahogany chairs are 
upholstered in a vivid emerald green; there is 
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a writing'table, which used every noon to be 
covet cd with lettei s set out to dry, for Ruskin used'^ 
no blotting-papci . There aie great presses for 
sketches and manuscripts and inineials; endless 
pictures of his own, in stacks : it is evidently the 
room of a very Iiai d-wot king and industrious ipan, 
who needed to refer to many papers, and to have 
them in pci feet oidei close at hand But any- 
thing mote wholly unaesthetic, more unlike the 
peiveited idea of Ruskin cannot be conceived; 
domestic peace and convenient simplicity are the 
notes of the place. As the old valet siid to me, 
showing me a great in.iss of sketches and notes, 
filling a pile of caidboatd boxes, made foi the 
S/oitei of I'entce — "Yes, he was the most in- 
dustrious man I evei saw in my life, was the 
Piofcssor ! " 

There arc three pictuies in the house which 
1 saw with great emotion. One a fine water- 
coloui of Ruskin by Richmond, when he was 
twenty eight. It represents him as a slim and 
giaceful man, in white duck tioiisiis strapped 
lieneath elegant boots, leaning ^orwaid as he 
sits, with a cia}on in his hand. IIis wavy hair, 
his bright complexion, his blue eyes have an air 
of combined sweetness and confidence w'hich is 
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very engaging; you feel in the piesence of a 
charming, buoyant and veiy positive young man, 
full of enioyinent and delight, and quite capable 
of telling all the wot Id what to (.n)ov and adiiiiic. 

Then there is a little sketch, b> himself, of 
hiu\^elf at the age of lift}' — the same 1 u c, a little 
dimmed and shaipened by life, but with .in .111 i>f 
vitality and aleilncsb, though possibly a toiith of 
primness and downiightncss about it. 

Then thcic is the giand picturt of him not 
long before the end, by Mi. St\im. I'lic haii 
IS 5-hot with sil\ci, and he his a long (lowing 
white Inard. The beaid greailj nnpiovid llu 
solemnity and benivoltnu of his look Ills 
mouth had been in|Uicd by the biU of a dog 
when he was a child, and had always a soinr w^h it 
pugnacious cxpiession. 

As Buine-Joncb once wTote — 

*‘The hail that he has giown ovci his month 
hide^ that often angiy teatuic. and his eves lo(»L 
gentle and invite the unwuy, wlio could nc\ti 
guess the dragon that luiks in tlie hu li below. 

But Ruskin hid no illu ions about Ins ovin .ip- 
pearance. He wiote to M. CheMuau in 1883 • — 

''Alas, those photographs yon Kad so subtly 
are not woith \oui pains. Tin nmhf Hr f nwr 



RUSKIN 


176 

only came because I was too ill to shave ; and 
all the test of the face is saddened and weakened 
by anger, disappointment, and various forms of 
luxury an*l laziness. . , . Carpeaux’s would have 
been beautiful, had he been fortunate m his 
youth; mine would have been stiongei had I 
been i/«foi tunate — 1» {^ooil tme ' ’’ 

The eyes of the portiait are still blue and 
smiling, and the complexion has still that poi* 
celain eleainess whieh tomes of tempeiate living 
and pure thoughts. But such a look of patience 
and sadness in the wide-open ejes and gieat 
drooping ejtbiows ! lie «its sunk down »n a chair, 
looking up .ind out, as though thcie w is indeed a 
d.iwn ol peace behind the cloud, of whieh he saw 
the fiist faint ladiance. 

Yet it would be a gie*at mi-.l ike to eonnect only 
raouiiitul or tiagie nitinoii s with Hiantwood It 
wai indeed, a-. C.iihle said of bos How, Dr. 
Arnold’s house not many miles f'oni Coniston, 
“ a temple of industrious peace." Soi row ful and in 
a sense embittei ed as the di ift of Ruskm’s thought 
w.is, he had a gnat power of iccupeiation and of 
immersing himself in liis wo k. He was probably 
happiei than he knew , and it is haidly possible to 
have a mote beautiful pietuie of happy and serious 
domestic life than that li\ed by the circle at 
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Brantwood. His cousin Joanna and her husband 
'Arthur Severn, lived with him. The latter is an 
accomplished artist and a man of great social 
charm, while Mrs. Severn is, as 1 have said, one of 
the people who, by reason of extraordinary unsel* 
fisbness, great practical power, devoted affection, 
and humorous perception, radiate a kind of happi- 
ness about them ; their children were born and 
grew up at Brantwood, so that Ruskiii had all the 
interests and affections of an almost patriarchal 
circle. Then there were great friends close at 
hand. The Miss Ueevers, who lived at the head of 
the Lake, were clever, simple-minded, active and 
sympathetic women, whose relations witli Mr. 
Ruskin were sisterly rather than neighbourly. 
Some of his most beautiful and intimate letters 
were written to them. Then the whole establish- 
ment was of a tribal type — the servants were as 
much friends as servants ; and Riiskin by his 
personal charm had a way of establishing fi icndly 
relations with simple people. He would visit the 
village school to talk to the children, and his letters 
are full of stories of the interests and sayings of tlie 
girls, rather perhaps than of the boys, of the 
farmers and herdsmen in the fells. As life went 
, on he became more tranquil— but he had ah\:iys 
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lived rather a dual life, the life of lonely reverie 
and a social life as well, m which he just put aside 
Ins private cares and displayed all his incotn- 
pirable vaiicty and chaim of talk. Ht was very 
fond of showinq his treasures to inteiested listcneis;. 
and the discuisiveness of mind which made his 
latei public writings so hatd to follow was an 
added charm in his conscrsation. The people 
who came in a solemn mood to Bt ant wood, as 
if they w'crc going to sit at the fed of a piophet 
like Elijah in a cleft of the rocks, had the nonsense 
taken veiy quickly out of them at finding a coui- 
tcous English gentleman in the middle ol a very 
chceiful fimtly circle, uid weie almo^t scan- 
dalised when the Professor, as he was 1 ailed, instead 
of indulging in scathing di itiibes on the luxury and 
selfishness of the age, spent the evening in joining 
with moie eneigv than skill in the chorus of 
a niggii inelod>, or clapping his hands with 
coiiMilsioiis of liughtc'r at some topical comic 
soHg. A pompous disciple who called at Brant- 
wood and went away ippalled it his heio’s levity, 
said soriowfullj aftciwaids to his Iricnds “It 
was a great disappointment to hnd that he is no 
tiue Ruskiniaii One little tradition which 1 
heard on the spot is so amusing that I cannot 
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refrain from repeating it here It was on the 
occasion of one of hi^ lalei birthdijs, when a 
large deputation of hts admit cts, without giving 
any notice of then intention, appeared at the It out 
door of Biantwood, >>ang a kind of serenade to 
the^r idol, and then lequestcd to sec him. Mt 
Ruskm was unwell, and not in a \c^^ benevolent 
mood How'evet, he appeared, and the solemn 
disciple who had cluirgc of the piotcedings ciine 
forwatd, and in language wluili he believed 
40 be appropriate to the tiste of the pioplut, 
said, “ Mastci , was not that a tight )ocund stiain * " 
Ml Ruskm replied, “ 1 am ati iid 1 do not know' 
anything about that, and 1 am sure 1 am vci> 
much obliged to you ; but I have a p.irtiLulai desiie 
to be left alone, and so I will wish you a ven 
good moining." 

It has been sometimes .illeged with extiaoidi- 
nary absuidity that Ruskm was a posait. He 
had ot coiitse just as much ot the quality as 1- 
necessaty fut a man whose \\oik is that of a 
writer and lecturci and coiitroveisi dist. He 
liked to express his opinion, and he had no 
objection to expiessing it in public. If you hold 
Very strong \iews on many mattcis of pub''( 
concern, and if you think it impoitant tint 
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other people should adopt your views, you 
naturally wish to express them as effectively as 
possible, and you use the arts which all public 
performers must condescend to. But Mr. Ruskin 
never did condescend to use public arts, except 
,the arts of the accomplished puj{ilist. He .was 
H hard hitter of amazing dexterity. But he did 
not hold or express his opinions because he 
wished to enhance his own impressiveness or 
his own fame. Indeed, for years and years he 
risked a very secure fame for the sake of un> 
popular causes and visionary schemes ; and he 
had a very strong sense of his claim to indepen- 
dence, and his right to live his life on his own 
lines. 

And the life he loved was the kind of life he 
lived at Brantwood — simple, comfortable, and 
sociable. He saw a great number of visitors, 
and he was not in the least troubled by incon- 
venient shyness. There was a perpetual suc- 
cession of guests of every kind ; and his work 
over — it was all done as a rule by the time of 
the midday meal — he spent the rest of the day 
in simple domestic recreations. He was fond 
of woodmanship. His soft hat, his hedging- 
gloves and his chopper were very characteristic 
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signs of his presence, as they lay on the hall 
table. There was a carpentering woodshop, for 
framing and modelling ; a little Hect of boats 
lay in the miniature harbour, the pier of which 
was built by the young men who assisted him 
in atranslating Xenophon. There were innumer- 
able pet animals all about. Geological studies 
were always proceeding. There were experi- 
ments going on on the hill for reclaiming waste 
land ; there were all sorts of wells and water- 
courses contrived in the copse for the moorland 
streams ; heather and fern were rooted up, and 
the scanty soil prepared for a crop of oats, 
with the result that in the next heavy rains 
not only were the oats carried away, hut the 
very field itself, leaving nothing but the bare 
stone hill behind. 

And at home he was always willing to read 
aloud, to play chess, to talk. Let me add 
another little anecdote. There came one day 
fiia distinguished American to stay at Brantwood. 
^To the surprise of the party he became very 
ill at ease at dinner, and appeared to be 
labouring under grave distress of mind ; but 
as the evening went on he recovered his 
• spirits. However, the thing had been so marked 
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that Mis. Severn, with simple couitesy, asked 
him if anything had occurred to vex him. He 
smiled ratlier awkwardly, and said, '‘Yes, I was 
di<>tressed at dinner to hear, as I thought, our 
venerable host spoken of befoie his face as 
* the cuss,’ which is an undignihed and rather 
disagreeable term of our own." The fact was 
that Ruskin was m hts own circle often c.iiled 
by the old abbreviation of the word cousin 
— ‘the CO/’ — which need liaidly have distuibed 
the sensibilities of his guest. 

4 

And now I shall ask yoiii Icivc to give a 
biicf account of my oat deeply ti ensured sight 
of Ruskin. I was a boy at Eton, neai the 
top of the school. Evciything was done in a 
curiously independent fashion at Eton in those 
dajs. 1 W.IS President of a Literal y Society 
which held meetings ; but instead of oiti lectures 
being arranged by the authorities, the matter 
was left wholly to oui selves We invited our 
lectureis, and left them, w.th the cheeiful in* 
diffetence of }outh, to shift wholly for them* 
selves. Sometimes we quaitered them on a 
friendly master, sometimes we left them to pro* 
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vide their o\mi dinnct and hed On taking 
ofEce I wrote to half-i-do/cn of the most 
eminent men in England, icquc'<ling them to 
come down and lecture to us ^he^ must hi\i 
thought it \eiy odd to bt in\itud by a sihoolbov, 
but perhips they did not wholh dislike it At 
any rate they most of tlum acupted. Kuskui 
wub a mcK name to me in tlmsi da^s I hid 
pcrlups tinned o\ei i miIuuk or two of his 
works, and 1 ixpeet tl ought tin in ol little mciit. 
Anyhow, he wiote to say he would eoirn, ind 
that he would leetuii on Amiens \nd thin 
1 think 1 hid half a do/e n of his letters, viiy 
friendly and churning, sending packets of di iw 
mgs and plans which wete to be put in tin 
hbtary to be* looked it befotehtnel I did not 
put them in the libiaiy, and 1 doubt if 1 e\cn 
acknowledged the letteis. We ii-.cd to inanige 
or mismanage the whole aflait, fill the libiaty 
wnth chairs, which wcie tlie piopeity of the 
Society, and issue the tickets. I became iwue 
that the proceedings weie going to be of some 
importance, from the exl'ctne anxiety on the 
part of masters and masteis wives to get ticket 
And 1 had several mvititions transmitted to me 
to be sent on to Mr. Ruskin, foi him to dine 
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and bleep — one in particulai Irom the Head- 
master. These 1 sent on to him, but he declined 
them ail. He said he uould diive over m the 
coinse of the ewning, and must go a\^a) agam 
when the lectin e was o\li , and that he would 
like a quibt room to sit in foi a shoit i>est 

bcfoie the lecture , but that he was ill, and 

could not beat thi sham of sncict}. I ap> 
pealed to the Heidinastei , he ananged to have a 
hie in a loom called Clumheis, in College, 
where Masters meetings wcii held, ind where 
he mtt \ It wed offenders; and he said he would 
send m i cup of eolfee foi Ruskin 1 thought 
iK> inoie of the matter. About an hour before 
the meeting, I got i message from the Mation 
to the effect that a gentlem 111 wished to see 

me 1 went down, and there standing in the 

M.iti oil's iciom W.IS the great man himself. 
I can see him is if it were yesteiday. ife 
was slim in foim, but much bowed. He was 
clcan-shavt n then, and wore his hair rather 
long, his whole dicss wis serj old-fashioncd 
to my eyes. He was dressed n eienmg clothes, 
and I remerabei his low-cut waistcoat, his high- 
collared coat, the long linen cuffs that came 
half over his hands, his white gloves. He had 
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With him bundles ot papers, and 1 lemetnbet 
the pieicmg look of his e>cs He looked worn 
and melanchoh — hi was on the ot a 

bad illness- but liis niiniut w i delightfulK 
courteous and n.itut tl. i took him to Chimbeis, 
and the as>kcd me to sit dt>\\n foi .1 lew minutes 
and talk. He seated himself m the lleadmastei s 
chair with Ins elbows on the inns, sipped hib 
coiTce, and asked me somi questions He was 
\exed, 1 lemcmbLi, to find tint I had not pul 
his pictures in Ihi libiai>, ind expressed liis 
vexation ratlin pittishU , but la lilkid on mi) 
jfently and kmdb, asktd me about thi Sonitj 
and about the books we lead- and I iimembn 
the pleasuie which he exptessed when he tound 
I had lead the whole ot Waltn Siolt, then 
he 8>aid «uddenl\ that he must lest. It appe.irid 
to me lathci an aitectation at the time. 1 did 
not know the meaning* of the w’oid tired, cvtipt 
in connection with football, and ima^inid oldei 
people to be impervious to all siuh we.iknes-.t . 
1 can see the look of him as 1 ‘left the looin, 
with his face bow'cd down oici his hand. I hen 
I came back to fetch him just before the kiliiu , 
and then 1 shall never forj'i t the clear .iiid 
beautiful tones of his expiussivc voice, and the 
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first lovely paragraph which now stands at the 
beginning of one of his books. The lecture 
WAS quite informal. Indeed, foi the only time 
in Ins life, he had forgotten to bung his MS. 
Sometimes he read a few words, sometimes he 
talked ; and he gievv animated every now* and 
then, though at first he had seemed weary and 
ill at ease. At the end he said a tew wotds in 
reply to a vote of thanks, shook hands with 
a few friends, and gave me a little sign with 
Ins head. 1 walked out with him. There was 
a closed cainage at the door. He asked me 
to sec that the papers were put in the libraiy 
foi rcfeicnce, said a scry cordial good-bye, and 
dtose quick!) awaj. 
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I 

HY i88i Kusktn had appaiciitly iclommicI his 
health. Tlien lu h.ut .inothti hi.iiii itiuk, hut 
emerged with iciicwed Mgom, .iiid found ibiind- 
ance of new ihings to si.i\ 

*' The moment 1 got yoiii kttci to-d.i\,’ he 
wiotc to an old friend, “ lecomnunding me not 
to write books ... I took out thi 1 isl pi oot 
of last Piosetpuui and worked foi an hoiii and 
a half on it; and ha\c been tianslating some 
St. Benedict m.itciial since, witli much comfoit 
and sense of getting — as I said — head to sea 
again," He took a long tour .diroid, and 
finally was able to icstimc his Professoi >hip 
Sir W. B. Kiehinond letiied in Ins favoiii. 
The result was a more eNtnaordiftaiy tontoiiisc 
of listeneis than evei He 'ccturid on the \it 
of England But though his Icetuics contained 
some wondetful criticism, and some bc.iiitiful 
eloquence — there is a splendid and well-known 

l«7 



RUSKIN 


1 88 

passage on the art of Rossetti — yet he seemed' 
to have lost the power of connected thought ; 
he disconcerted his hearers too by producing 
the sketches of amateur artists, and declaring 
that no hand like them had been put to paper 
since Lippi and Lionardo. At a lecture,r. for 
instance, given in Kensington he said : “ I have 
never until to-day dared to call my friends and 
my neighbours together to rejoice with me over 
my recovered good or rekindled hope. Both in 
fear and much thankfulness I have done so now ; 
yet not to tell you of any poor little piece of 
upgathered silver of my own, but to show you 
the fine gold which has been strangely trusted 
to me, and which before was a treasure hid 
in a mountain field in Tuscany. ” This majestic 
encomium wa> simply to introduce some pen- 
and-ink draw'ings by a gifted amateur. Miss 
Alexander, authoress of the Roadside Stings of 
T iiscany. 

But his excitability was after this date a dan- 
gerous and trying symptom <.i his condition. 
A .salient instance is his reply to a question 
addressed to him by the Liberal party at Glas- 
gow University, when he was asked in 1880 to 
stand for the Lord Rectorship. He was asked 
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the plain question whether he was a supporter 
of Lord Beaconsfield or Mr. Gladstone. He re- 
plied : — 

What, in the devil’s name, have ym to do 
with either Mr. DTsraeli or Mr. Gladstone ? You 
are s|^udents at the University, and have no more 
business with politics than you have with rat- 
catching. Had you ever read len w'ords of mine 
with understanding, you would have known 
that I care no more either for Mr. D’lsraeli or 
Mr. Gladstone than for two old bagpipes with 
the drones going by steam, but tliat I hate ail 
Liberalism as I do Beelzebub, and that, with 
Carlyle, I stand, we two alone now in England, 
for God and the Queen." 

And 1 may here perhaps add the famous letter 
which he once wrote m reply to a request 
that he woulil subscribe to pay ofl a debt on a 
chapel at Kichinond ■ 

"SiK, — I am scornfully amused at your appeal 
to me, of all people in the w'orld the preci.sely 
least likely to give you a farthing ! My lirst 
W’Ord to all men and boys who care to hear 
me is ' Don’t get into debt. Starve and go 
to heaven — but don't borrow, 'fry first beg- 
ging, — I don’t mind, if it’s really needful, steal- 
ing ! But don’t buy things you can t pay for ! ’ 

“ And .of all manner of debtors, pious people 
building churches tlicy can’t pay for are the 
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mobt detestable nonsense to me. Can't you ' 
preach and pray behind the hedges — or in a > 
sandpit — or a coal-hole — hrst? 

“And of all manner of churches thus idiotU 
cally built, iron churches arc the damnablest 
to me. 1 

“ And of all the sects of believers in any ruling ]. 
spirit — Hindoos, Turks, Feather Idolaters,* and 
Mumbo Jumbo, I.a)g and Fire woi shippers, who 
want churches, your modern English Evan- • 
gclical sect is the most absurd, and entirely - 
objectionable and unendui.ible to me ! All which 
they might very easily have found out fiom my • 
books — any other sort ot sect would ! — before 
botheiing me to wide it to them. 

“ Evei , nevertheless, and in all this saying, 
your faitliful servant, 

“JoH.v RrsKiN." 


But he could not understand why his vehemence 
should be lesenied, 01 ridiculed — “ the moment I 
have to scold people they say I am ciazy,’’ he said 
pathetically. The end oi lii^ public hie was not 
far oU. He struggled through his Oxford lectures, ' 
.ind was pt evaded upon to gi\e some readings oi 
his previous woiks iii the place oi three uincorout ^ 
and rambling discoui c'' w'liicb he had prepared.,' 
He continued to woik feverishly and unwisely, O 
taking up one thing alter another and dropping’ 
them in turn. A vote w.is pas'<ed at Oxford to> 
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,^^4ow a physiological laboratory and vivisection ; 

resigned his Professorship at once, and left 
.''Oxford for ever. He was persuaded to begin 
^ his autobiography, to put together scattered frag- 
tiaents of early reminiscences which had appeared 
'5'Ui Fors, and this for a time restored him to 
tranquillity. The result is, as 1 have said, one of 
the most beautiful Ixiuks he ever wrote, Praicri/a, 
in which, apart from all controversy and schemes 
of reform, he traced in limpid and delicious 
sentences the niemuries of his childliood. The 
stream had run clear at last, and the book must 
stand for ever as one of the finest monuments of 
tender reminiscence with the dew of the morning 
and of the evening upon it. And he showed too 
in his book an art so perfect as to be absolutely 
oblivious of itself, issuing in what seems an in- 
genuous ecstasy tjf pure presentment. 

But he was not able to fuiish it ; he had planned 
out the whole book. He went down to Se:iscale 
and tried to work. “ But now he seemed,” says 
.'. professor Collingwood, <'lost among the papers 
.scattered on bistable; he could not fi.x his mind 

>v. 

<.,‘upoA them and turned from one subject to another 

' ' '■'■IV 

''in despair, and yet patient and kindly to those 
;v.^wth him whose help he could no longer use, and 
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who dared not show — though he could not but ■ 
guess it — how heartbreaking it was/' So he put 
it all aside, and wrote one last chapter to record 
the truest companionship of his life, Joanna’s ' 
Care/' 

The clouds swept down on him again. And at 
last he saw that his work was done. He was 
seventy, and he had more volumes to his credit 
than any living English writer. He determined to 
wait for the end, little guessing how long that wait- 
ing would be ; lie steadily refused every kind of 
work or mental exertion, and was rewarded for it 
by a tranquillity of life and spirit such as he had 
never before enjoyed. He attended to a little 
business, dictated a few letters, and even allowed 
his early poems to be reprinted. He had now* 
given away the whole of his capital, and his only 
income was from his books, but that was a large 
one, and enabled him to live as he wished, 
and to exercise a large generosity as well. 
Honour came to him- -strangely iicmical rewards 
— and there now grew up about him a mys- 
terious reverence, for men began to see through 
the vehemence and the fury of las later expression^ 
to realise how purely and generously he had lived, 
how loftily he had schemed and thought, and hour 
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great was his legacy to the world. Hts eightieth 
birthday was the signal for a great outburst oi 
praise and congratulatums — floweis, Ictteis, Ule- 
grams, addnsscs poiiicd 111 Hut he was past 
caring foi such tlnn^s» Ik enpt ibou" i|Uiellv. 
stroMed in the open air, had i k\\ Ulttis read 
to him, and tven iikIk itcd itplus. lie spoke 
little. M», Goidon Wordsworth, tlie giandson 
of the poet, has told me lu w in tluse latlci 
day-» he usid to in stt tht oil min He 
was received in mIciui. with «i w.iim IuikMiiIi 
and a smik Ik would begin to talk about 
anything wlnvli he thought might inleuM Kurkin, 
partuulaiij iboul lortigu tiivd You t in im- 
agine henv I felt,’ he said, “ventilating mv c\- 
trenitly ciudi uUas dioul pictuns and building'- 
to the gieal artcnlu.* Kuskin ihtd lo nod and 
smile— and then snddenh he would kindl( into 
definite mteitst, and let hll sonu quid cidicisin 
or memorable dictum, llis mind s» cni**d as strong 
as ever, but remote, lost 111 some iiu ommiinic ible 
dream, and not easily to be lecilhd. Thin w i 
no trace ot delusion c»r wundeiinp mtcllcet , onlv 
he could not be roused. He s«eiii(d. sairl I'lo- 
fessor Collmgwiiod, “like tlu. aj^ed And m 

the saga, who ro^c late and went to bid earlv, 
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and if any one asked after her healthi sh6 
answered sharply.*' 

Of Mr. Ruskin's closing years at Brantwood 
Professor Collingwood gives us some touching 
pictures in his Life^ I will content myself with 
the following extract : — 

Walking out had become a greater weariness 
to him, and he had to submit to the humiliation of 
a bath-chair. To save himself even the labour of 
creeping down to his study, he sat usually in the 
turret-room upstairs, next to his bed-chamber, but 
still with the look of health in his face, and tlie fire 
in his eyes quite uncoiiqucred. He would listen 
while Baxter (his valet) read the news to him, 
following public events with interest, or while 
Mrs. Severn or Miss Severn read stories, iiovel 
after novel ; but always liking old favourites best, 
and never anything that was unhappy. Some pet 
bonks he would pore over, or drowse over, by the 
hour. The last of these was one in which he bad 
a double interest, for it was about ships of war, and 
it was written by the kinsman of a dear friend. 
Some of the artists he had loved and helped had 
failed him or left him, but Burne-Jones Was 
always true. One night, going up to bed, the old 
man stopped long to look a- the photograph from 
Philip Burne-Jones's portrait of his father. That's 
my dear brother he said, nodding good-bye 

to the picture as he went. Next night the great 
artist died, and of all the many losses of these later 
years this one was the hardest to bear.'* 
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His life just touched the last year of the ccntur>’. 
On the 20th of January 1900, after an attack of 
influenza, he suddenly failed, and fell softly asleep 
as tile sunset came out beyond the fells. 

He was buried at Coniston ; and perhaps of all 
the* tributes he received in death the truest and 
best was a little wreath of common flowers sent by 
the local tailor, with the words inscribed : ‘‘There 
was a man sent from God, and his name was 
John." 


Let me try then in a few wt)r(ls, now that I 
have painted the outer portrait of the man, to 
sketch the inner portrait of the spirit, which is a 
far older and a far more lasting thing than the 
mortal budy in which for a few years it is bound 
Ruskin came into the world gifted with the most in- 
tense pow'cr of ocular perception and observ.ition. 
That runs through his whole work. In his delightful 
autobiography you can read how the little boy, with 
no toys to speak of, spent Jumrs in counting the 
bricks of the opposite house-fronts, and tracing the 
patterns of the carpet on which he crawled ; and 
how delightful to him was the sight of the pure 
stream of water, that rose so mysteriously from 
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the ground when the water-cart man unlocked 
springs with liis key, and hlled his wheeled tai)k» 
And thus Ruskin kept all his life long the power of.-i" - 
looking into things and seeing their smallest details;,, ^ 
so that when he says that he secs this and that :, 
in a picture, which it is impossible for ordinary, 
eyes to detect, we may at least be sure that he had--.;: 
looked longer at what he is describing than we are ; 
ever likely to do, and with a patience, as a German 
critic once wrote, that verges upon frenzy. And 
tieside that he had an intense and sensuous pleasure, 
in forms and curves, in tints and colours ; acrdlis 
the texture of the world, which seems so meaning- 
less to some of us, his swift brain traced subtle 
outlines and viewless perspectives ; and for him too 
the whole of a scene flushed and glowed in a way 
that W’e perhaps can hardly comprehend, or lost ■ 
itself in weft of opalescent mist and shadows of 
ethereal tincture. The vocabulary of colour is 
employed from end to end by Ruskin, and never , 
either vaguely or imaginatively. And then too hifi 
had the same sort of an ej’e for words, so that the. : 
very winds and skies of earth breathed themsely^i' 
into music. That was his outfit. But beyond all; 
that he had a brain of incredible agility, 
leapt in a flash from what was beautiful to vrhkf^ 
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was stern, and, we may be thankful, from what 
was solemn to what was humorous. Tliere is 
seldom any strain or tension about his writing ; 
(or he relieves it almost instinctively ju.'^t when the 
pressure becomes acute, by a swift turn of irony 
or pathos which refreshes the spirit. 

He suffered peiiiaps much he I'.iir.ed 
from the extremely secluded character of his 
life. But I think his guarded childhoial a*id 
boyhood were pn)bably a benefit to him. He 
did indeed concentrate his cneigies loo much ; 
but he came into the larger world, hi spile of 
his inner dogmatism, with a curicaisly beautilul 
sort of humility, an eager desire to win, and 
a courtesy which made him always put out his 
powers. Some one once said of him that it was 
the most touching thing in the world to sec 
Ruskin, when he was already a well-known man, 
being snubbed and bidden to hold his tongue 
by his old motlier, and the gracious sweetness 
•with which he obeyed. But alu)vc all things 
he had a temperament which is called, and 
with what mistaken depreciation 1 will not stop 
to consider, a feminine temperatnent. It meant 
in Ruskin’s case an extreme sensitiveness, an in- 
tense desire to be in affectionate and emotional 
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contact with his circle ; a pretty touch of vanity, 
which was all the more harmless because he so 
constantly confessed it and deplored it ; a great 
love of quiet, well-ordered, cosy ways of life, 
and a generosity that was never ashamed of 
confessing its fault with tears. His lettcrs«> in 
their tenderness, their emotional quality, their 
caressing fondness, are such as many a bluflf 
and sensible man may despise and dislike. But 
for all that it is that kind of secret current of 
affection that sets from father to child, from 
brother to sister, from friend to friend, which 
binds up the wounds of the world and makes 
renunciation a more beautiful thing even than 
success. 

And then — because I do not mean this • to 
be a Haltering portrait — there was in him what 
I have already described, a real, deep-seated, 
hard belief in his own absolute rightness and 
justice; and I do not di>guisc it. The greatest 
men of all have seen clearly enough the eternal 
distinction between right and wjong, generous- 
and mean, kindly and cruel. But they have 
lost themselves more in sorrow than in anger 
at the poison of sin, and have seen the beau-, 
tiful creature which lies, we dare to hope, within 
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the foulest and most ugly human manifestation. 
But Riiskin did not look deep enough for that. 
He talked too much about scolding and punish- 
ing people. As Lady Ambrose says in the AVa» 
Republic^ at the conclusion of Mr. Herbert's great 
harangue : — 

^tWhat a dreadful blowing-up Mr. Herbert gave 
us last night, didn't he? Now that, you know, 
1 think is all very well in a sermon ; but in a 
lecture, where the things are supposed to be 
taken more or less literally, I think it is a little 
out of place." 

It IS this, it may frankly and sorrowfully be 
confessed, that spoils much of his work — the 
implication that if you do not agree with him 
you are certainly stupid and probably vicious. 
Some have said that he learnt thi'. from the 
Puritanism of his father and mother, and their 
contempt for weak-minded and disorderly people 
— but it is something far deeper than that. It 
might have been a little fostered in the still 
atmosphere of his childhood, by the sight of 
a father and mother, whom he knew to be 
kind and just, claiming to be so certain in 
their condemnations. But if he had not had 

taste for fault-finding himself, he would have 
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grown to recoil from it all the more at t%^ 
nearer touch of it — for in the lives of greaiig 
men it is true to say that they often groW'^' 
great, so to speak, hy contraries, and learn from;:, 
early influences quite as much what to mistrust 
as what to admire. I . have often wondered 
whether in those last broken years of silence- 
and musing, he was not often being sorry in a 
childlike way for his great fault, his own great 
fault, and perhaps in that happy penitence which' 
is the joy of the angels. 1 would not make light 
of this harsh strain in him, and if in a sense it ' 
was the blemish in his mind, it was .at least the 
cause of the heavenly and noble struggle 'which . 
he fought out day by day. 

But no one could have gathered round hitn, 
as Ruskin did, the almost passionate affection, 
in which there was always something of com- 
passion, of so many wise and noble men and 
women ; and one can forgive, with that sort of 
forgiveness that is three parts .admiration, a fault. 
which after all was lit by generous fires, and 
which was the shadow cast upon his worch 
and deeds by tlie blaze of spirit with which 
he loved all that w'as true and pure and-; 
beautiful. .>> 
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f ,v Now in dealing with this strange and beautiful 
; life, so sharply divided into sadness and delight, 
this character at once so noble and so narrow, 
so ii^tense and yet so yielding, I want to leave one 
: point very clearly in your iniiuls. The interest 
\of Ruskin's life is the interest of a personality, 
and I want you to try to regard liini in lliat light, 
. and not either as prophet, or a reformer, or an 
art-critic, or a writer, lie was all these things 
by turns — they were but the gtiises which tins 
restless and ardent lemperaincnt assumed. As a 
prophet, he was unbalanced ami unconvincing, 
because he had depth rather than widtli of view. 
He did not sec the whole problem. He saw 
clearly enough into the hearts of like-minded 
people, but he was essentially a partisan, and con- 
denined what he did not understand as severely 
as he condemned what he lialcd. He ten^k, from 
'his education and his sheltered life, a meagre view 
yot the world. He had little sympathy with robust 
and wide tracts of human nature, at its 
;'^'bluntest and soundest, were entirely obscure to 
him. And thus his reprobation was so extrava- 
i^jint that it made no appeal, not even the appeal 
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of shame and terror, to those whom he inveighed V' 
against most fiercely. Then too he did not even.; 
do justice to his age ; lie overlooked one of the 
best and strongest forces of the time — the resolute 
search for truth, the stern determination of the ; 
scientific spirit not to generalise til! it has in\esti- 
gated. He went wrong himself in every depart- 
ment of his work, from his passion for generalisation 
and his acquiescence in incomplete investigation. 
What made his protests inelfcctnal was that he 
believed himself to have a perfectly analytical 
mind. His mind was indeed analytical, when 
he applied it to questions which he understood, 
and to workers with whom he sympathised. But 
he had no notion of just comparison, and when 
his sympathy was not enlisted he could not even 
analyse. He had the power of putting vague per. 
sonal preferences into language superficially exact, 
and this was a terrible snare to him and to his 
followers, who believed i\Ai they were getting 
logical reasons when they were only getting in. 
stinctivc predilections. Yet I am far from saying 
that as a prophet his work was thrown away. He 
was no ascetic, as I have said, and thus he was 
able to see the dangers of the materialism that is not 
uplifted by the concurrence of the soul. But 
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felt that the invariable comfort in which he lived 
to some extent invalidated his message. If I 
bad lived in a garret/' he once wrote, then 1 
could have preached that Queen Victoria should 
do the same.’' But as I have said bclorc, he 
accepted with a sort of unquestioning loyalty the 
precise standard of material luxury in wliich he 
had been himself brought up, and he regarded 
any extension or development of this as base and 
degrading. Yet he was here in the main right, 
because he saw that the banc of the age is its 
impatience of .simplicity, its worship of success, 
its preference of comfort, and its mistaking the 
quality of pleasure. 

As a reformer he made even worse shipwreck 
partly because he w’as but little acquainted with 
the precise condition of affairs which he under- 
took to reform, and partly because he tried to 
impose his own private and quite unimportant 
tastes upon the persons whom he claimed as 
disciples. The men as a rule who have made 
disciples, and have w^orked out an ideal of 
practical life, like Bernard of C'lairvaux, Francis 
of Assisi, Ignatius Loyola, have been men who 
X>n the one hand claimed and practised an abne- 
^gation of conventional comforts — a process which 
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has a very distinct pleasure for human beings—^bi^^ 
whose consistency, personal charm, and authdri> ; 
tativeness sustained and rewarded their follon'<»% " 
But Kuskin made no sweep of comforts, no simpU* 
ficalion of conditions ; he merely attempted tO; 
forbid the luxuries for w'hich he bad no taste, 
while his consistency was incomplete and his task 
for personal authority small. He had not the gift, 
of making his personal approval the one supreme 
reward coveted by his followers — he could not 
exalt himself into a little Deity ; and thus he Was 
called Master mainly by men who were not in per- 
sonal touch with him. He said once, “No true 
disciple of mine can ever be a Kuskinian. He will 
follow not me, but the instincts of his own soul 
and the guidance of his Creator.” But for all 
that, though he had not the gift of the maker, 
of definite institutions, we must not make the 
mistake of underestimating hi.s work ns a re-, 
former. He did see into the weakness of Cpm* 
racrcialism, and he grasped the fact that the. 
only real socialism must be based on individ-f 
ualism. He saw that the mechanical theory"' 
of labour and of trade competition was essentially 
degrading, because it did not evoke the gifts of thCL'' 
individual, and rewarded shrewdness rather |han* 
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ftindostry. And here he threw his whole weight 
■iJiiito the riglit scale. His grasp of economical 
."details was unsound, but his insight into true 
* economical principles was clear enough, because 
ihe saw that the mistake made was to treat it all 

-ii 

as exact and pure science, instead of a science 
' which must take account of psych(»logioal prin- 
;.ciples. 

As an art critic he certainly establishe d a new 
tradition, and the very narrowness of his tech- 
nical knowledge was probably one of the con- 
ditions of his success. He was dealing with a 
nation which is not innately artistic, which has 
a mild and rather patlietic desire to care for 
art, a nation which can produce, in painting, 
. landscapes of extraordinary beauty and portraits 
of wonderful animation and delicacy, but which 
has failed in most other kinds of delineation. 
And in architecture, which was his other great 
: province, he was dealing with a nation which 
:'0oce, it seems, possessed a tradition of its own, 
a power of designing great bpildings, but 
which had lost its firmness of conception and 
originality of design, and had become little 
^'^vtoore than an accomplished copyist, or an in- 
combiner of purloined detail. 
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In the region of painting, he persuaded the . 
languid coteries to abjure an academic tradition' 
of aclmiratiun, and a mawkish tradition of pre- 
sentation, in favour of a different but still narrow 
scheme of preferences, and a servile acceptance 
of unquestionable greatness. He gave Tqrner 
an extravagant place, and he held out a hand 
to that singular revolt known as Pre-Raphaelitism, 
the itnpuKc of which has passed into the dignity 
of upholstery, and has done little more than 
infect native art with a precious kind of mediae- 
val ism. 

But here again he did great work. He set 
the public thinking about art, and almost per- 
suaded it that it cared h)r art. He made art 
serious and he made it respected ; and here his 
teaching may yet bear fruit, though it was 
disfigured by his ethical bia.s, which confused 
the truth of things, by trying to refer two per- 
fectly separate impulses — the moral and the. 
artistic — to one basis. I myself believe that the 
English feeling for art is a very pl.icid sentiment,, 
with little that is passionate about it ; but though 
it has not yet attained much vitality, it may 
develop in the future : and even if Ruskin did 
not sow the seed, he at least hoed up the fallow. 
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And then as a writer he can hardly be said 
"to have established a tradition, because his art 
depended upon so intiinatc and personal a charm. 
I am thankful myself that he did not establish 
a tradition in this respect — for wliile such a 
tradition is a great sign of commanding influence 
in a writer, it is a sign of a corresponding 
weakness in his followers. Writers must learn 
to express their thoughts in their own way ; 
and it is better to borrow thoughts than to 
piwloin a medium. 'I'he art of literary imitation 
is a very easy one, and needs only a very 
second-rate gift. Small wonder that we English- 
men, trained on so narrow a classical tradition, 
should be SI' prone to rank literary imitation 
high. Boys who have been tauglit that the 
best Latin verse and prose is the most ingenious 
cento of phrases, not imitated but transferred 
from classical writers, may be excused if they 
rank the gift of imitation above tliat of forcible 
expression. 1 mean to discuss the style of 
Ruskin elsewhere, but I hold that one of his 
supreme felicities was that his mind was not 
cramped by a clas-jical education. 1 do not 
undervalue that education for other purposes; 
ft lends some exactness of thouglit and some 
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terseness of expression to practical minds. Bttt 
Ku-skin is only one of the notable instances 
which {»o far to prove that tlie gicatest writers ' 
of the century — Keats, Walter Scott, Carlyle, ' 
iirowning — were men who hardly came under 
classical influences at all; while other great 
writers — Woidsworlh, Tennyson, Byron, and 
Shelley — obtained no distinction in academical 
excM rises ; and the few great writers whom our 
universities rcwaided, such as Matthew Arnold, 
Newman, and Paler, can hardly be ranked 
among the Icviding hteiary influences of the 
century. 

And let me hci e .idd the strange and somewhat 
whimsic.il suuunaiy which Huskin gave of his 
own hfe-woik, a short time before he sank into 
the final silence. 

“Koi in lough approximation of date nearest 
to the completion of the sevei.il pieces of ray 
p4‘t work, as they are built one on the other, — 
at twenty, I wrote Modern Painlets; at thirty, 
The Stonn oj Venue; at lorty, Vnto this Last; at 
fitly the Inaugural Oxtoid Lecture*! , and if Fors 
Ciavigita is ever finished as I mean — it will mark 
the mind I had at sixty; and leave me in my 
si'venth day of life, perhaps — to rest. For the 
code of all I had to teach will then be, in form> 
as it IS at this hour, in substance, completed. 
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0bdem Painters taught the claim of all lower 
'hature on the hearts of men ; of the rock, and 
^ave, and herb, as a part of their necessary 
spirit life ; in all that I now bit! you to do, to 
xir^ess the earth and keep it, 1 am fulfilling what I 
then began. 

**The Stones of Venice taught the laws of con- 
structive Art, and the dependence of all huinuti 
work or edifice, for its beauty, on the happy 
life of the workman ; Unio this Last taught the 
laws of that life itself, and its dependence on 
the Sun of Justice; the Inaugural Oxford Lectures, 
the necessity that it should be led, and the 
gracious laws of beauty and labour recognised, 
by the upper, no less than the lower, classes 
of England ; and lastly. Fors Clavigera has declared 
the relation of the^e to each other, and the only 
possible conditions of peace and luuiour, fol- 
low and high, rich and poor, together, in the 
holding of that first Estate, under the t)nly 
'Despot, God, from which whoso falls, angel or 
• man, is kept, not mythically or disputably, but 
here in visible horror of chains under darkness 
to the judgment of the great day : and in 
keeping which service is perfect freedom, and 
inheritance of all that a loving Creator can 
give to His creatures, and an immortal Father 
to His children : 

% /‘This, then, is the message, which, knowing 
oo .more as I unfolded the scroll of it, wliat 
would be written there, than a blade of 
grass knows what the form of its fruit shall be, 

o 
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I have been led on year by year to speak, even 
to this its end. 

And now it seems to me, looking back ov« ■ 
the various fragments of it written since the year ' ;■ 
i860, d/«/o this Last, Time and Tide, Munetv ' 
Pulveris, and Eagle's Nest, together with the ~ . 
seven years' volumes of Fors Clavigera, that it ; 
has been clearly enough and repeatedly enough ? 
spoken for those who will hear : and that, after 
such indexed summary of it as I may be able 
to give in the remaining numbers of this seventh 
volume, 1 should set aside this political work 
as sufficiently done ; and enter into my own , 
rest, and your next needed service, by completing 
the bye-law books of Botany and Geology for 
St. (Jeorge’s Schools, together with so much law 
of art as it may be possible to explain or exhibit, 
under the foul conditions of the age.” 


4 

There is yet another point on which stress ■ 
must be laid, and that is Ruskin's incredible 
and dangerous industry ; as he once wrote, “ Life 
without industry is guilt ; and industry without 
art is brutality.” Let us compare him with his 
great contemporary Carlyle, in whom long periods ' 
of solid diligence alternated with long stretches of 
mournful indolence. Carlyle was a sayer of great 
truths, and I am not so mean as to try to UQderr. ' 
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value his splendid service to his generation. But 
Carlyle was not possessed by the intense desire 
to do tangible and practical things for mankind, 
though he said that a solidly built bridge was 
a finer and a holier thing than the best book ever 
written ; and there is truth in the humorous words 
of FitzGerald, that Carlyle had sat pretty com- 
fortably in his study at Chelsea, scolding all the 
world for not being heroic, and yet not very 
precise in telling them how. But the record 
of Ruskin's life and his busy days is not like 
this. He was consumed by a demon of activity. 
Consider the sort of day which he used to spend 
in V'enice, rising with the dawn, drawing, as 
he humorously said, one half of a Inulding while 
the masons were employed in pulling down the 
other half, taking measurements, noting details, 
doing this for ten hours at a stretch till the 
shadows had shifted ; then going back to write, 
read and talk ; and this not once or twice a week, 
bu^ day by day for months together. Remember 
the kind of life he lived in Oxford, talking, lec- 
turing, working, teaching in fiis d’awing school, 
and then going back to his home to work and 
read, with an endless flood of letters pouring 
in upon him day by day, which lie answered fully, 
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patiently, courteously, and humorously, nevei* 
taking refuge behind fixed phtases, but putting 
a pait of himself into every sentence he evcf 
penned. And all the while he was planning 
museums and arianging collections, while his 
tescaichcs into natuial things were not merely 
a poetical contemplation oi a dilettante catching 
of cfiects, but hard discrimm.'ition and careful 
expel iment. I do nut believe that thcie was ever 
a life lived of such tremendous activity, and none 
of it mechanic d toil, but heart-wasting and brain- 
consuming work. The wondci is not that his 
brain ga\e way, but that it did not collapse long 
befoic. Even a conveisation was not an easy 
thing fur Ktiskin He was atwa>s willing to see 
and talk to stiangcis .is wdl as fiitnds ; he never 
was absorbed oi pieotcupicd, but he pot his 
heart into Ins talk ; he iievci der. lined upon im- 
pressive platitudes, but he turned on the full 
stieiigth of his mental cunent, whatever was his 
need of silence and test. 

Hu hts by some been shimetully accused 
of The mischief of thiit • nticism is that 

there is something in it. “To the vanity," he 
oiK'e wrote, I plead guilty — no man is more 
intensely vam than I am, but my vanity is set 
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on having it known of me that I am a good 
master, not in ha\ing it of me that I am 
a smooth author. M5’ vaiiitv is nc\ei nioie 
wounded than in being called a hue wiitur, 
meaning — that nobody neid iniiul what I sav 

Byt of coutse it may be idinitted thit iii the 
case of all men who li\e for and in ptifoimancc, 
whether it be on sackbut 01 diilcunti, on stige 
or in pulpit, with brush 01 pen, it is nnpo'>siblc 
to ehminitc a dash of the cssintial inouatibank 
the quality which, uduetd to its lowest foiimila, 
may be summed up in the woids, “ Sec me do it ’ ’ 
and the child who begin b\ siting fiom his 
nursciy pulpit “People lx good,' was suic on 
occasion to si> mote than he knew, and indeed 
had icason to lx thinkfui if he did not siy more 
than he me int. 

But the essence of the poviir is this, that .ill 
that he does, he icgard-. from the point of view, 
not of the eflect it may have on othci or foi the 
share that he mi} take in the scivice of the 
world, but that the echo and leflecbon of his 
^ectiveness may come biek to nun fiom the 
mouths and eyes of men, like the airy (hotds 
which come back fiom precipice ind ci ig .it 
the blast of some Alpine horn. The p($ tut does 
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not desire to be served, but to be known to serv§., . 
It is his own content, and not the content of 
others that he is in search of. It is no happiness 
to him to have added to the peace of the world, 
if he is unpraised and unhonoured. No one can 
be unaw’are of the comforting warmth of f^me, 
earned or unearned ; but that was not what 
Ruskin wanted. And it is a vile calumny to say 
that he worked for his own honour and satisfac* 
tion. He desired to increase and multiply joy ; 
he did increase it a hundredfold, and most when 
he was himself sorrowful even unto death. 

I do not want here to disguise his faults: he 
was exacting, suspicious, irritable and wayward. 
He had none of the bluff good-humour, the 
sturdy dutifulness of the solid type of English- 
man, who does line work in the world. He 
could not bear to be Ihw'arted or opposed. He 
was dogmatic, self-opinionated, and vain ; but these 
faults are but the seams and channels in the 
weather-worn crag, which would otherwise be 
but a meaningless pyramid of stone. We ought 
not to love the faults of great men or to condone 
them, but we may love them because of their 
faults, and because of the gallant fight they made., 
with tliem, with an intensity and a compassion 
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• that we cannot give to statuesque and flawless 
lives. The whole thing, in its enthusiasm, its 
guilelessness, its passion fur all that is pure and 
beautiful, is so infinitely noble, that I for one 

"can but regard it with an awe and a gratitude 
tha^ is half wonder and half shame — wonder 
at a thing so great, and shame that one can be 
so far away from what a man may be. 

5 

And so one is brouglit back to the fact that it 
was as a personality that Kuskin had his effect on 
the generation ; and that personality 1 shall try to 
delineate, though of all things in the world per- 
sonality is the hardest thing to estimate, fur one 
simple reason, that a character is not only, as is 
often supposed, a mixture of ingredients, like a salad 
or a stew, the net result of which is grateful and 
savoury. U may be looked at in that aspect, and 
it is true enough that in dealing with people for 
ordinary social purposes, one is justified in regard- 
ing temperaments in this light, as compounded 
dishes, where a certain balance and proportion of 
qualities makes the effect of a personality pungent 
or fragrant, commonplace or repellent, as the case 
may be. But when it comes to lire deeper 
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relations of life, when one is concerned with lpyin|^'| 
and admiring people, being moved by what thtiy 
say or think, imitating them, even worshipping i.) 
them, there come in two further qualities, whidj , ; 
are not only a question of blend and proportion, ■ 
but two perfectly distinct things — ^two qualities 
which are difficult to disentangle and analyse,. I 
because they permeate other qualities, making s 
them on the one hand attractive and on the otlier 
emphatic. And these two great qualities are on . 
the one hand charm, and on the other moral force. 

It is very hard to say what charm is, and in what- 
it consists. It is a thing which some people •. 
possess to an extraordinary degree, making all., 
that they do or say interesting and beautiful, 
penetrating gesture and movement, feature and 
voice, so that it all seems a revelation of some, . 
secret and inner beauty of soul and mind. Yet 
this charm is in itself and by itself a dangerous : 
tiling, for it often coexists without any great . , 
degree of moral force, and lives so much in ,ite> 
own power of pleasing, that it is often apt to le^ 
its owner to make any sacrifices if only he cad.' 
please. And thus because such charm is as muc^.,-' 
felt by the evil and sensual as by the high-mindedi^ij 
and pure, it sometimes falls a victim quite early ill!. ^ 
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^ife to gross and robust influences, and is carried 
•■ofip captive over dark seas of experience, like some 
, beautiful slave to serve the passion of evil masters. 

And then too there is a further kind of charm, 
which is not a superficial charm, but the fragrance 
of % sweet-tempered, simple, and peaceable char- 
acter, which wins regard and trust because it is 
modest and trustworthy, reasonable and sympa- 
thetic, .and does not easily condemn or despise. 
Such as these have a way of drawing out and 
evoking the best of others, and are loved partly on 
that account. 

Now Ruskin had both of these kinds of charm. 
It may again be stated that though he was often, 
in his public utterances, vehement, bitter, and 
incisive, these qualilicsdid not appear in his private 
intercourse or in his talk. He was in ordinary 
'Companionship extraordinarily graceful and win- 
' ning, courteous and considerate. Not only was 
his own talk flowing and suggestive, and full of 
X' beauty both of thought and word, but he had a 
- power of comforting and reassuring Ihe shy and 
AMirkvrard, of deftly taking up -md cmbcllishiiij* 


'i' -the murmurs of embarrassed people, yet witliout 
’Y seeming to pake them his own. And lie had too a 
'-jdelightfui frankness, which made his companions feel 
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that he was saying what he thought, and giving hjs 
best. In this he was like Carlyle, who grumbled 
and fulminated, heaven knows, in his writings, 
but whose private vehemences and violences were'^ 
corrected by a glance both humorous and tender, 
which took off the edge of his incisiveness gnd 
sugared the bitter cup. And Ruskin too, in his 
public lectures, had an incomparable atmosphere 
of grace and pathos about him. His high, clear, 
and delicate voice rose like the voice of the wind ; 
his vehement and brilliant gestures amplified and 
interpreted his words ; and his flashing eyes, with 
their pale-blue light, now indignant and now 
appealing, intercepted and electrified the glances, 
of his hearers. There was little of the art of the 
orator about him — little of that voluminous thunder 
which in men like Mr. Bright or Mr. Gladstone 
dominated an audience and kept them spelUbound, 
waiting on every measured word. Compared to 
these the eloquence of Ruskin had an almost 
feminine quality ; it was the music of the soul that 
made itself heard, whether in the passionate 
enthusiasm for some work of delicate grace or 
suggestive beauty, or the poignant personal distress, 
the uncomforted cry for faith and strength, which 
came with such an appealing frankness from his lips. * 



, " A STUDY IN PERSONALITY 219 

And then of that other quality, which I have 
called moral force, which is like the steam of the 
engine or the charge of the gun — that force of 
conviction which drives a truth home into careless 
or indifferent minds — this lie had in fullest inca- 
surf. It may he thought that part of Kuskin's 
sick vision of the world, the insistence with which 
the meanness, the stupidity, the indifference, the 
cruelty of humanity beat upon him, came from 
within rather than from without . And of course 
such melancholy as his does reach and react upon 
the overstrung brain. One in Ruskin's frame of 
mind selects, by an instinctive sadness, those 
elements of experience and fact which confirm his 
hopeless outlook ; and thus his sadness is deepened 
and fed. 

But for all that he had the power, which I liave 
spoken of before, — and wdiich is a power confined 
to the truest and noblest of human spirits, — that 
power of concerning itself not with its own comfort 
and welfare, but wdth the welfare of the world, and 
grieving intolerably over evils which seem so 
unnecessary, and which yet are so impossible to 
prevent or to cure. The selfish man, at the sight 
o{ suffering and misery, asks brutally, Am I my 
brother's keeper?" or he shrugs his shoulders 
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cynically at what he does not approve, or even 
takes a srciit and complacent pleasure in the 
thought that he enjojs immunity fiom such 
troubles, or peril ips even congratulates hiiuself on 
the strength and prudence udiicli hive pieserved 
him from such catastrophes That is the attitude 
of the Pharisee and the tyiaiit, and it is by that 
temper that the woist evils of the woild are pro- 
pagated and perpetuated. 

Hut Ruskiti, and such a'> Kuskin, cast themselves 
with a blind fniy of indignation and angei into 
the fray They are so sensitive to all in justice 
and to all biutalits, that the\ lost thcinsehts in 
scathing words, and fesensh phiascs of hoiror 
and disgust and dcspui And then wlitii the 
scheme ^ that sttiii to suth piophtts so simple 
•ind so dcsiribU, so eflectixt in helping humanity 
out of the mile, all break down and meiu ridicule 
tnd contempt, wlut wondet if they fall into 
wietchediic-.s and ficn/v it the thought of all the 
happiness which men thiow away foi themselves, 
and the hippiness of which men deprnt others out 
of mere wantonness incl caielessness •* It was here, 
I think, that the sti engtli c>f Ruskin's message lay. 
Men who see and feel as he did aic the hope 
of the human lace, because they show that tht 
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moral temperature ts slowly but finely rising, and 
that the geneious and noble impulses of the con- 
science and ihc heail are on the incicase. And 
Ruskin had to my maid one distinguishing nutk of 
the true prophet — tliat he was no pati lot. I Ic was 
C09Cerned w*ith human rather than with national 
welfaie. 1 am not dcciying the foice of patiiot- 
ism, or the pait it plays in the clcvelopnient of the 
human race. Bui thcie \> a nobler enthusiasm 
even than the cnthnsia'-m ioi laci ind nation ; bt- 
Causc the tnumph ol palnolisin mu'^t necessarily 
cany with it the quenc'hing of the a piiations of 
othet nations, then (Kdcat and then discomtitun . 
It IS onlj l>rann> on a laiger scale. Kuskin no 
doubt mi-^cak ulated and niisundcrst»)(>d the nitiue 
of Ills counti>men, the insiilarit> and llu isolation 
which mai ks then conqnci mg path I hit no one who 
cares for the laigei hopes of humanity can liope 
or dream that the end is to be Innited by national 
greatnes's. That is not a populai vision in England, 
unless it IS accompanied by a pioviso tliat the seat 
of the federated govcinment of the’woild shall 
be in London, and that Engh-li sli.ill be the 
language of the human lacc. But Kuskin judged 
other nations not accoiding to their resemblance 
to our own race, but by their virtue and nobility. 



322 


RUSKIN 


And it must be kept in mind that he was, like all 
the greatest figures of our late nineteenth century 
— Tennyson, Browning, Carlyle — a moralist before 
anything else. England, said a great French 
critic, is pre.eminent for the seriousness with 
which she has treated moral ideas in art ; and 
there is no disguising the fact that morality and 
not art is our main concern. Part of Ruskin's in- 
* fluence was due to the fact that he based art on 
morality ; and there is little doubt that if he had 
preached art as vehemently for its own sake, he 
would have found but few listeners and fewer 
disciples. 

It is then as a personality and as a moralist 
that we have to regard him ; as a man C)f clear 
vision, relentless idealism, and kindling speech ; 
who above all manifested the splendid instinctive 
abnegation of private happine'is, not calculating 
loss and gain in a spirit of barter, but finding 
contentment impossible, while others were ill- 
content ; that spirit which is e.\pressed by a 
parable in the beautiful words of the Song of 
Songs ; “ They made me the keeper of the vine- 
yards ; but mine own viney.ird have I not kept.'^ 

And now I will say one last thing to which 
all that 1 have said has been leading — a thing 
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bofne to me upon the winds and waves of life, 
by grievous experience, and, I am not ashamed 
to say, by sad self-questioning. And this thing 
is confirmed, in its heiglit and depth, by the 
vronderful life that we have been considering. 
No^ saint or philosopher has ever done more 
than guess, in fear and perplexity often, and 
rarely in confidence or certainty, at the meaning 
of our life, our pilgrimage. So much of life, 
in spile of its glimp^es of joy and light, seems 
so aimless, so perplexed, m) unaccountable, with 
its mysterious satisfactions, its disproportionate 
sorrows. Hut the best and noblest of men have 
seemed to see in it a chance, if we are frank and 
candid in facing experience, and if we arc not 
dismayed by its shadows or misled by its sun- 
shine, a chance of having something done for 
our spirits which can be done in no other way. 
A good many people start with a high-hearted 
belief in life and i\> possibilities ; and then like the 
grain sown by the Heavenly Sower, many lives 
are withered by sensuality, or choketl by pros- 
perity, or eaten up by evil influences, or drenched 
by dulncss ; but whatever happens we are ni.l 
meant to find life easy and delightful ; it is a 
discipline, when all is said and dotie. But there 
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lb something deeper than that. Depend upon 
it/ said old Cailyle, "the hta\e man has somehow 
01 other to give his life away." We ate called 
upon to make an unconditional suriendcr. Un* 
conditional 1 say, because it cannot be on our 
own teinis. We cannot lestive what we |ike, 
01 (house what we piefer It is a surrender to 
A gicat and awful Will, of whose woikings we 
know little, but which means to triumph, whatever 
we ma) do to hinder or dtla^ its purpose We 
iniist wotk indeed by the best light that we have. 
We must do the next thing, and the kind thing, 
and the eout igtous thing, as it falls to us to do. 
But soiiiiei oi latci we must yield out wills up, 
and not simply out of tame uid fearful sub* 
mission, but be‘e.uise wc at last see* tint the Will 
bt'hmd .ill thing < is gieiter, puter, mote beautiful, 
mote hole than anvthing we ean imagine or 
express Some hud this easiet than others»* 
and some never seem to lehteve it — w'hich i$ 
the hiidest piobletn of all. But theie is no peace 
without that su render, though it cannot be made 
at once , tbeic is in most of us a fibie of sclf«wnU, 
of hardne->s, ot stubbornness which we cannot 
bleak, but which Goa may be trusted to break'' 
foi us, if we desire it to be btoken. And ttie 
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reason why the life of Ruskin is so marvellous 
; a record, is that wc here see the unconditional 
surrender, of which 1 speak, made on the most 
august scale by a man dear to God, starting in 
life with high gifts and noble advantages. 

\Yill you bear with me if I entreat ytui to 
discern this truth not in the life of Kuskin but 
in your own lives as well ? Do not think for a 
moment that 1 mean that life ought to be a 
mournful metaphysie, without light and energy 
and joy. The m<Me of these that we have in 
our lives the better for each and all. But if 
the light is clouded, and the joy is Idottcd out, 
and the energy burns low, it is a sign not that 
we have (ailed, but that the mind of God is bent 
still more urgently upon us. What we may 
pray for and desire is courage, to live eagerly 
in joy and not less eagerly in sorrow ; to be 
temperate in happiness, and courageous in trouble ; 
that we may say in the words of Riiskin’s great 
poet-friend, whose splendid optimism still made 
the great surrender — 

“ What's Life to me ? 

Where'er I look is fire ; where'er I listen 
Music ; and where I tend, bliss evermore.” 



LECTURE VII 


I 

' *■**. J: 

There is a great deal scattered about through -j ; 
Kuskin's various books of the development of v: 
Ills literary style, and of the various infloenceit ■ 
which helped to mould it. His own account" 
of the matter is very interesting, not because ft;, 
offers a key to the mystery, but because it wholly ■ 
fails to explain anything or to account for 9,T^yy> 
thing. It is rather as though a painter were 
say what kinds of brushes he used, and where/, 
ho got his colours ; but the instinct by which • 
the artist knows that a blot of paint of a' 
certain shape and in a certain juxtaposition,., 
will produce the effect upon the eye of ii; 
mosS'grown stone, or of a tuft of mea^lo#^ 
grass, this is the incommunicable and th*;. 
explicable thing. It is the same with languor 
We have all of us all the material to work 

- AV' ■ 

which Kuskin had. The thoughts are not 
original or unfamiliar. We can most of us 
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‘'struct a grammatical sentence, and it is in our 
power if we choose to make lists of striking words. 
But what we cannot comm ind is the dclicalc 1 ipplc 
of mood, the nonical emph.isis, the contrast of 
humour and pathos, the subtle tiisistcncc on the 
central thought, thi logical slant isc that leads 
to the peremptory thimx. Ihcii too t >in»s m 
the art 01 the coherent p.ir.igMph, the piic*n- 
thesis tlut leficslus and sustains the thought, 
the melodious cidentt ot voids, the subtle 
alliteration Kuskin hid, hist ut all, intensity 
of fcHing, then gieat huidity ot cspicssion 
I do not ftel tint his intellettutl grasp is \ei\ 
great. He cm, 01 he could in tailiti days, 
follow a deiuiite path, and pick his way viiy 
directly, to the goal, acoiding tin thoughts which 
are not the exact ones that he needs, and which 
tend by then smnlaiity to the lential thought 
to confuse the less piecise thinker , but he I1.11I 
not the gift of a wide survey, the power which 
veiy impiessive w'uteis have of letting. the whole- 
body of thought ]ust influence and contribute to, 
Without distracting or bluiring, the cintr.il point. 
He had a splendid gilt of pictuicsquc ilhistiation, 
and m the eailicr days a wondetfiil power of 
quetaphor — of expressing one thought in the terms 
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of another, which is the essence of the 
gKt. And then, though he never mastered the 
limitations of poetry — ^he was indeed mastered 
by them — his poetical work gave him a great ■ 
range of vocabulary, and a matchless power 
of amassing together woids beautiful in them- 
selves, and infinitely enhanced by their contact 
with other words. 

Pope was one of his masters, he says, for 
absolute lucidity of expression, perfect balance , 
and conciseness, and complete freedom from 
anything otiose or disproportioned. One knows 
too that he fell at one time under the influence 
of Hooker, and that part of Modem Painters 
was written under the sway of Hooker’s stately 
deliberation and his incomparable cogency of 
thought. And further, he states that he owed 
much to Dr. Johnson, in respect of clear and 
just statement, orderly sequence, and harmonious 
evolutions. 

But he insists that he owed his vocabulary, 
his sense of rhythm and cadence, the solemnity 
and dignity of his vocabulary, entirely to his 
study of the Bible. 

Here is the passage in which he makes the 
above statement ; — 


poetical ; < 



“ ’ A STUDY IN PERSONALITY 229 

, “I have above said that had it not lieen for 
r constant reading of the Bible, I might probal\Jly 
.have taken Johnson for my model of English. 
To a useful extent I have always done so ; in 
these first essays, partly because I could not 
.help it, partly of set, and well set, purpose. 

“On our foreign journeys, it being cd course 
desirable to keep the luggage as light as possible, 

. ray father had judged that four little volumes of 
Johnson — the IdUr and the did, under 

names wholly appropriate to the circumstances, 
contain more substantial literary nourishment 
than could be, from any other author, packed 
into so portable compass. And accordingly, in 
spare hours, and on wet days, the turns and 
returns of reiterated Rambler and iterated Idler 
fastened themselves in luy ears and mind ; nor 
was it possible for me, till long afterwards, to 
quit myself of Johnsonian symmetry and balance 
in sentences intended, either with swordsman’s or 
pavior's bhrw, to cleave an enemy's crest, or 
^ive down the oaken pile of a principle. 1 
never for an instant compared Johnson to Scott, 
Pope, Byron, or any of the really great writers 
whom 1 loved. But 1 at once and for ever re- 
cognised in him a man entirely sincere, and 
infallibly wise in the view and estimate he gave 
• of the common questions, business, and ways of 
the world. 1 valued his sentences not primarily 
because they were symmetrical, but because they 
' were just, and clear ; it is a method of judgment 
rarely used by the average public, who ask from 
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an author always, in tlie first place, argtli 
in favour of their own opinions, in elegant tem^jp^J 
and are just as ready with their applause foir'^^l 
sentence of Macaulay’s, which may have no n»or<?*| 
sense in it than a blot pinched between doubleiflvi 
paper, as to reject one of Johnson's, telling agaiiistl^; 
their own prejudice, — though its symmetry be<as•^^ 
of thunder answering from two horizons." '* 


This is to a certain extent true ; but the truth . 
lies deeper still ; Ruskin did not really find hisi- 
style until he had finally and effectually freed . 
himself from all such influences. He began by .. 
Iiaving a rich and sonorous vocabulary, a strong ' 
sense of balance and antithesis, preference fot* 
rolling rhetoric and ansvrering clauses. Thif 
effects arc patent and indisputable ; but it is 
rhetoric, and sometimes almost bombast. It is 
like a child playing with thunderbolts, and finding ' 
it excellent fun. The sentences smell of the 
platform and of the pulpit ; they are youthfully : 
resplendent, and dogmatic with the infallibility qf. 
inexperience. One feels the writer is saying, ** Hwfr 
we go," and half the joy of it lies, not in haidng; 
something to say, but in saying it so loud and oleafTt^ 
Of course when all is said, it is the work of a inanL; 
of genius, but it is hard, metallic, made>up writ^j^^ 
There .are plenty of -fine things said and trumpej^! 
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ijeitit j but it is in no sense great work, except in 
fine vigour and peremptoriness, and in the 
^promise of mastery given by the fervent analysis 
and boisterous energy. 

Mere is an instance of the measured Johnsonian 
: mapner : — 

He who has built himself a hut on a desert 
beathi and carved his bed, and table, and chair 
out of the nearest forest, may have some right 
to take pride in the appliances of his narrow 
chamber, as assuredly he will have joy in them. 
But the man who has had a palace built, and 
adorned, and furnished for him, may indeed have 
many .advantages above the other, but he has 
i no reason to be proud of his upholsterer's skill ; 
and it is ten to one if he has half the joy in his 
couch of ivory that the other will have in his 
pallet of pine." 

In the following passage, which stood in the 
first and second editions of Modem PainterSf 
. but was cancelled in the third, he describes the 
.treatment of Venice by certain great artists. 
:;He concludes ; — 

■y “But let us take, witli Turner, the last and 
greatest step of all. Thank heaven, \vc are 
sunshine again, — and what sunshine! Not 
fu'the lurid, gloomy, plague-likc oppression of 
T.Csnaletti, but white, Hashing fulness of dazzling 
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light, which the waves drink and the cload$;t;.; 
breathe, bounding and burning in intensity of joy. . ' 
That sky, — it is a very visible infinity, — liquid^' , 
measureless, unfathomable, panting and melting 
through the chasms in the long fields of snow« 
white, flaked, slow-moving vapour, that guide the 
eye along their multitudinous waves down to 
the islanded rest of the Euganean hills. Do . 

we dream, or does the white forked sail drift' 
nearer, and nearer yet, diminishing the blue ' 
sea between us with the fulness of its wings ? It 
pauses now ; but the quivering of its bright ' 
reflection troubles the shadows of the sea, those 
azure, fathomless depths of crystal mystery on 
which the swiftness of the poised gondola floats 
double, its black beak lifted like the crest of a dark 
ocean bird, its scarlet draperies flashed back front 
the kindling surface, and its bent oar breaking the 
radiant water into a dust of gold. Dreamlike and 
dim, but glorious, the unnumbered palaces lift 
tlieir shafts out of the hollow sea, — pale ranks . 
of motionless flame, — ^their mighty towers sent up 
to heaven like longues of more eager fire, — ^their 
grey domes looming vast and dark, like eclipsed 
worlds, — their sculptured arabesques and purple 
marble fading farther and fainter, league beyond 
league, lost in the light of distance. Detail after 
detail, thought beyond thought, 3'ou find and feel 
them through the radiant mystery’, inexhaustible as 
indistinct, beautiful, but never all revealed ; secret 
in fulness, confused in symmetry, as nature.- 
herself is to the bewildered and foiled glance, . 
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giving out of that indistinctness, and through that 
confusion, the perpetual newness uf the infinite 
and the beautiful. 

« Yes, Mr Turner, we are in Venice now.” 

Let me here frankly confess that to myself 
the .style of the Modern Painters is not wholly 
attractive. It is too argumentative and rhetori- 
cal, didactic rather than persuasive, and the 
device grows monotonous by which the thought 
gets gradually infused by emotion, until it cul- 
minates in one of those rich rolling sentences, 
which break like a huge sea-billow, full of sound 
and colour and motion. But the beauty of the 
great sentences themselves arc indisputable, the 
. perfect certainty of touch, the feeling that he 
is never mastered by his material, but has all 
the substance of language at his command — 
these qualities are patent and undeniable. But 
one feels rather as Queen Victoria is recorded 
to have said of Mr. Gladstone, that she disliked 
her interviews with him because he. talked to 
her as if she was a public meeting. There is 
.a sense of being clamoured at and overwhelmed, 
rather than of being led and persuaded. And 
tiiere is something more than bitterness in 
. Whistler’s famous criticism when he said that 
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Ruskin was possessed of "a flow of langua^^ 
that would, could he hear it, give Titian 
same shock of surprise that was Balaam’s, .wbeD<o 
the first great critic proffered his opinions," " 

' S'-' '’»* 

Ruskin wrote, as we know, with singular east^"| 
but at the same time he took immense p;uns. ' 
He rose very early, and did his writing in the 5, 
freshness of the day, and it was his habit~!t6';-i 
read aloud at breakfast, to his family or his';' 
fellow-travellers, what he had written, for their', 
approval rather than for their criticism. 

The characteristics which I have mentioned' 
mark all his earlier work. You will find them, 
in his earliest papers, those elaborate studies of.- 
cottage architecture in various countries, which; 
he contributed when hardly more than a boy^ 
to a magazine : and this manner culminates id. 
the Sioiies of Veuice, in which he showed the ulti-, 
mate development of this didactic and rhetorical' 
art. 

Then we come to the middle manner-^thfe. 
later volumes of the Modem J^atHiers and ‘ tlHi.’ 
books like Sesame aitd Lilies. Here the vehemenc^ 
is a good deal abated; there is a substitutio^' 
so to speak, of wood for wind; the ' blare. 
the cornet is exchanged for the softer melo^ 
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of what the Greeks called ‘Mhe spittle-wasting 
flute.” The shle has lost in Inidnetis and 
gained immensely m beauty. 'Ihctu is still a 
love of balance and antithesis but it 1 now 
more a question of ordiily sequence and stiuc- 
ture^ — the cmintci point is less cisible. And heie 
I may say is the point at which tlie ordinal v 
reader stops. The man of taste and mtelligeme 
can petccive as a rule the iaulis ot the earhei 
mannei, its gusty tloquence, it-, shaiji-cut lucludy. 
He can detect the iiielhtluous beauty ol the 
new cadences, the moic equable tivtiiie; il he 
sees the ait of it less, he is awaie still inoit 
subtly that it is thcic. And 1 would not say 
a word to shake any one’s laith 111 the pci lection 
of the ait, 01 his admit atioii ot the mote 
chastened mood. Itonv, lender .incl delicate 
enough, has taken the place of ti enchant censuie 
or sharp saicasm. Ruskm .dlows himself to 
feel more in public, to employ mote intim.itc 
emotions, more delicate mysteries qf thought. 
A touch of failure and suffcrini' has laid its 
chmtening hand upon the page ; he i*. not less 
sure, but he is less dogmatic ; and he has learnt 
that men must be peisuaded lather than com- 
manded to believe. 
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Here are one or two instances of this 
manner. The first is a very famous passage on - 
Calais church, of which he himself did not 
wholly approve, Inscause he thought that the 
word-painting of it distracted the minds of his. 
readers from more valuable considerations. , 


“ 1 cannot find words to e.\'press the intense 
pleasure 1 have always in first finding myself, 
after some prolonged stay in Engl.ind, at the 
foot of the old tower of Calais church. The 
large neglect, the noble unsightliness of it ; the 
record of its years written so visibly, yet ivitfiout 
sign of weakness or decay ; its stern wasteness 
and gloom, eaten away by the Channel winds, 
and overgrown with the bitter sea grasses ; its 
slates and tiles all shaken and rent, and yet not 
falling ; its desert of brickwork full of bolts, 
and holes, and ugly fissures, and yet strong, like 
a bare brown rock ; its carelessness of what any 
one thinks or feels about it, putting forth no claim, 
having no beauty nor desirableness, pride, nor 
grace : yet neither asking for pity ; not, as ruins 
are, useless and piteous, feebly or fondly garrulous 
of better days ; but useful still, going through its 
own daily work, — as some old fisherman beaten 
grey by storm, yet drawing his daily nets; so it 
stands, with no complaint about its past youth, in 
blanched and meagre massiveness and serviceable- 
ness, gathering human souls together underneath 
it ; the sound of its bells for prayer still rolling 
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through its rents; and the grey peak of it seen 
far across the sea, principal of the three tliat rise 
above the w'aste of siirfy sand and hil locked 
shore, — the lighthouse for life, and the belfry for 
labour, and this for patience and praise.’^ 

And the following is a piece which ^HustIalc^ 
his ironical manner, a description from the fourth 
volume of Modott Painters of Claude's picture of 
the Mill 

The foreground is a piece of very lovely and 
perfect forest scenery, with a dance of peasants 
by a brook side ; quite enough subject to form, 
in the hands of a master, an impressive and com- 
plete picture. On the other side of the brook, 
liowevcr, we have a piece of pastoral life ; a man 
with some bulls and goats tumbling hc:»dforeinost 
into the water, owing to some sudden paralytic 
affection of all their legs. Even this group is 
one too many ; the sheplicrd had no business to 
drive his flock so near the dancers, and the 
dancers will certainly frighten the cattle. But 
when we look farther into the picture, our feelings 
receive a sudden and violent shock, by the un- 
expected appearance, amidst things [xistoral and 
musical, of the military ; a number <jf Roman 
soldiers riding in on hobby-horse.^, with a leader 
on foot, apparently encouraging them to make an 
immediate arid decisive charge on the musicians. 
Beyond the soldiers is a circular temple, in ex- 
ceedingly bad repair ; and close beside it, built 



RUSKIN 


*38 

against its very walls, a neat watermill in 
work. By the mill flows a large river with «* 
all across it. The weir has not been made for the;^^ 
mill (for that receives its water from, the hUls' 
a trough carried over the temple), but it is parti- 
culariy ugly and monotonous in its line orfatf).^ 
and the water below forms a dead-looking ^ 

on which some people are fishing in punts. Ith^ •' 
banks of this river resemble in contour the later 
geological formations around London, constituted':!, 
chiefly of broken pots and oyster-shells. At an; „ 
inconvenient distance from the water-side stands ' - 
a city, composed of twenty-five round towers and •* 
a pyramid. Beyond the city is a handsomiff • 
bridge ; beyond the bridge, part of the Campagna, 
with fragments of aqueducts ; beyond the Catn-. •, 
pagna, the chain of the Alps ; on the left, theV;. 
cascades of Tivoli." •! 

The following passage is from The Seveti Lamps . 
of Archikrtuir : — 

** An architect should live as tittle in cities as a 
painter. Send him to our hills and let him study .. 
there w’hat nature understands by a buttress, andf! 
what by a dome. . f 

“There was something in the old powef M- , 
architecture, which it had from the recluse nioto.,. 
than from the citiicen. The buildings of whicli 
have spoken with chief praise, rose, indeed, out off; 
the war of the piazza, and above the fury of '^d:<f 
populace : and Heaven forbid that for such ca.u;^.'' 
we should ever have to lay a larger stone, or. t" 
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a firmer bar in our England ! But \vc have other 
sources of power, in the imagery of our iron 
coasts and azure hills; of power more puic, nor 
less serene, than that of the hermit spirit which 
once lighted with white lines of cloislei s the glacks 
of the Alpine pine, and laised into oideted spites 
the wild rocks ot the Norman sea ; which gave to 
the lemple gate the depth and darkness ol Elijah's 
Horeb cave ; and htted, out of the populous city, 
grey cliffs of lonely stone, into the midst of sailing 
birds and silent ait 

And here is u woiideiful woid-cadsnce tiom 
one of his later lectin es at Oxford, where he is 
speaking of the dove 

"And of these wings and this niiiid of hers, 
this IS what revet ent science should le'ich von: 
first with w’hat parting of plume and what si, it 
pressuic and ihvthnuc lieating oi divided an she 
reaches that miraculous swiftness of tindiihious 
motion compared w'lth winch the tenijicd is slow 
and the ariuw uncertain ‘ and secondly what clue 
there is, visibU, or conceivable to thought of man, 
by which, to her living conscience and eiioilc-s 
pointing of magnetic soul, hei distant home is f*dt 
Sfar bej'ond the hotizon, and the sliaiglit path, 
through concealing clouds, and vUii tiackle.s 
lands, made plain to her desire, and hei dutv, by 
the finger of God." 
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And here, as 1 have said, many firm believers'. 
part company with Ruskin, as disciples have before < 
now forsaken their master. In Fors Clavigera^ ft' 
reader, however faithful, is apt to be disconcertejl by 
the tense passion of emotion, the fantastic changes ' 
and counterchanges, the inconsequent sequence of 
statements, the fiery restlessness, the wild dis- 
cursiveness, the dim presence of something diseased 
and terrifying in the background, that seems to 
cry and weep. But I have no 8c»rt of doubt that 
in I'ors Clavi^era Ruskin reached a far higher level 
of art than be had ever reached before, because he 
was doing a thing which is not, I believe, attempted 
elsewhere in literature. He was thinking aloud. 

If any of you will try an experiment in this process 
you will find the incredible difficulty of the task. 
You know how most of us in idle moments, or 
perhaps even more in moments when we are 
officially supposed to be occupied, lapse into a 
reverie, in which a stream of thought — ^it may be 
placid, it may be vehement — sweeps through the 
brain from the flushed reservoir of the mind. 
Suppose you check yourself suddenly in one of 
these reveries. Try to put down in words what 
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you have been thinking of, and as you thought it. 
; You will find it to be ludicrously impossible. 
;Half the thoughts have passed witlioul clothing 
themselves in any vesture of word, one thi.ig has 
suggested another, often enough by some trivial 
similarity of superficial form. The whole thing is 
evasive, elusive, irrecoverable. Yet it was exactly 
this which Ruskin did. He had attained by native 
instinct and by enormous industry a power of 
words to which 1 liaixlly know any equal. Pcrliaps 
Browning might have att.iincd it, if lie had worked 
in prose. But wliat is more wonderful still is the 
kaleidoscopic variety of emotion — serious, profound, 
^indignant, tender, humorous, menacing, severe, 
playful, ironical moods — which flash and twinkle 
like a rippling sea. It is not merely the repre- 
sentation of a sustained mood, to which many 
great writers have attained ; it is the representation 
of moods as various, and transitions as swift, as ever 
passed through a human mind. The process by 
which the very stuff of the soul hcie ta^kes shape 
is, I own, utterly incomprehensible to me, because 
it seems not so much diiTerent in scope, but 
different in kinfl from anything which any other 
writer has ever dreamed of attempting. 

And now, out of the deep upheaval of thought, 
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the wreck of all his old security and self-conndcoce^ 
the devastating sadness which laid its hand upon ^ 
him, he developed a perfectly new manner 
wilting, which seems to me to belong to a wholly 
dilierent and inhnitely highei range of art. He 
threw aside all that was frigid and acadiinical and 
formal; he letained the lucid emphasis and the 
iich textuie of language. But instead of compos-, 
ing a stately and inipicssive aigunient, he gamed a 
new ait, that of thinking his thought into words. 
Perhaps this testilied to a certain lack of mental 
concentration ; but the le&ult is that instead of 
seeing the mind in posture and pcrfoimance, you 
can look into it like a clear stream, and watch 
c\eiy bleak and ripple of the crystal tide. The 
icsult IS <i kind of ease, which seems the most 
absolutely effortless and spontaneous thing, and 
yet it IS a thing which none but the very highest 
masteis of st>le and expiession have achieved. 
Indeed 1 will sav fiankly that I know of no writer 
in the wot Id except Plato who has .achieved tttis. 
There arc wiitcis, like Scott and I’liackeray, who 
got the s.uue command oxer then medium; but 
theirs IS a simplet task, because they deal only with 
narrative and the play of definite emotions. But 
Rusktn wras moving in a loftier and more comjdek 
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t lfeiHual region, that of reflective emotion, where 
very ideas are vague and mist-tike, and the 
is rather to give a sense of the atmosphere of 
/ the mind rather than its definite judgments and 
• inclusions. 

He reached then the lieight of his power in 
;'^ofs Clavigera, which achieves that triumph of 
,' 4 iterary genius, the sense that the reader is within 
the very four walls of the writer’s mind. Of 
course writing may he used for many purposes, 
' and among these purposes are some that are 
achieved best when all sense of personality is 
withdrawn. But the real goal which lies behind 
/•such art is that of self-revelation. It is a great 
> mistake to suppose that this means that a writer 
should do nothing but talk about himself. That is 
"not ‘the point .at all — indeed it is one of the surest 
.'wnysof avoiding the sense of personality. A m:in 
ipay entertain you, point out his possessions, talk 
leontinuously and persistently about his tastes and 
, 'jireferences, and yet leave you knowing nothing 
dl-tfae spirit within. But Ruskin admits you to 
inmost shrine of his spirit, where the soul 
.i^^aked and unashamed. You sec the pulsing 
and the palpitating heart. Nothing is hidden 
^ihrom you, nothing forced upon the view. And it 
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all culminated m the exquisite Prceter^a, which for 
utter frankness and dit ectncss has no equal. It is 
not as though he were bidding you count his 
wounds, bhaie his vanished joys, compabsionatc 
Ills sot tows. He is fat past all that. His own 
heart has given him all the cumloit ot which 
it is capable, and fat mote pain th.in any faith 
or philosophy can staunch ui heal. Like the 
Ancient Mariner ot the List Minstrel, he tells 
his tale, in obedience to the primal h\\ of utterance. 
He looks foi no reward nor applause ; he merely 
unburdens himself of the awful, the inystenous 
scciet of life 

Here is as much as I dai e quote of a letter in 
r<» s f lavtgtta, entitled " The Elysian Fields " ; — 

“ 1 . My Fkilnds, — ^T he mam puipose of these 
letters having been stated in the list of them, it 
IS needful that 1 should tell \ou why I approach 
the discussion ot it in this so dcsultoi y w ly, writing 
(as it IS too tiue th.it 1 must continue to write) 
‘Ot things that you little c.iie toi, in words that 
you cannot e.isiiy undci stand.’ 

“1 wiitc of things you c.ire htilc for, knowing 
that what you least cate for is, .it this juncture, 
of the gicatest moment to \ou. 

■'And 1 wiite in words you arc little hkely 
to undei stand, because I have no wish (lather 
the contrarv) to tell vou anything that you can 
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'understand without taking trouble. You usually 
tread so fast that you can catch nothing but the 
.'echo of your opinions, which, of course, you are 
pleased to see in print. I neither wish to please 
nor displease you ; but to provoke you to think ; 
to lead you to think accurately ; and help you to 
forn^ perhaps, some different opinions from those 
you have now, 

“ 2. Therefore, I choose that you shall pay me 
the price of two pots of beer, twelve times in the 
year, for my advice, each of you who wants it. 
if you like to think of me as a quack doctor, you 
are welcome ; and you may consider the large 
margins, and thick pai>er. and ugly pictures of 
my book, as niy caravan, drum, and skeleton. 
You would probably, if invited in that manner, 
.buy my pills ; and 1 should make a great deal 
of money out of you ; but being an honest 
doctor, 1 still mean you to pay me what you 
Ought. You fancy, doubtless, that 1 write — as 
most other political writers do — my ‘ opinions ’ ; 
and that one man's opinion is as good as another's. 
You are much mistaken. When I only opine 
things, 1 hold my tongue; and work till I more 
than opine — until 1 know them. If the things 
proye unknowable, I, with final perseverance, hold 
, my tongue about them, and recommend a like 
practice to other people. If the things prove 
-.Ithowable, as soon as I know them, 1 am ready 
,to write about them, if need be; not till then. 
■That is what people call my 'arrogance.' They 
:■ write and talk themselves, habitually, of what they 
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know nothing about ; they cannot in 
conceive the state of mind of a person who vUt 
not speak till he knows; and then tells the% 
serenely, ‘This i» so; you m.iy find it out (Or'' 
yourselves, if you choose ; but, however little ybu 
may choose h, the thing is still so.’ 

“ 3. Now it has cost me twenty years of thought, 
and of hard reading, to leant what I have to 
tell you in these pamphlets ; and you will find, 
if you choose to find, it is true ; and may prove^ 
if you choose to prove, that it is useful; and I 
am not in the least minded to compete fur your 
audience with the ‘opinions' in your damp 
journals, morning and evening, the black of tlieffi 
coming ofl on your fingers, and — beyond all 
washing — into your brains. It is no affair of 
mine whether you attend to me or not ; but 
yours wholly; my hand is weary of pen-hold- 
ing — my heart is sick of thinking; for my Own 
part, I would not write you these pamphlets 
though you would give me a liarrel of beer, 
instead of two pints, for them : — I write them 
wholly for your sake ; 1 choose that you sh^ll 
have them decently printed on cream-coloured 
paper, and with a maigin underneath, which 
you can write on, if you like That is also, 
for yuui sake ; it is a proper form of book tor , 
.my man t(< have who can keep his books clean ; 
and if ho cannot, he has no business with books at 
all. It costs me ten pounds to print a'tbousentf 
copies, and five more to give you a picture ; ahfi^ 
a penny uH my sevenpcnce to send you the bockf 
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' thousiind bixpenccs are twcnty^hve pounds ; 
Vhen you ha\e bought a thousand /'ots of me, 
I bhail theicfore htvt h\e pounds foi my trouble 
-i^-and my single shopman, Mi. Allen, iue pounds 
for his ; we won I work lor Kss, eitliei of u ; not 
that We would not, were it good loi you, but 
it W'Ould he by no nn ans goo t. And 1 mean 
to bell all my large books, hcncctorwaul, m the 
biime way; well printed, well bound, and at a 
fixed price, and the trade may charge a ptupei 
and acknowledged pioiit for then trouble m ic- 
laiting the hook. [Inn the public will know what 
they aic about, iiid so will ti.Klesmen ; 1, the 
first proclueer, ansv\ci, to the best of iny power, 
foi the quil't) of the book, pipei, binding, 
eloquence, uid ill the ret iil deilei ehaigeswhit 
he ought to chaige, openly , mil if the public 
do not choose to gi\e it, tins can t get the book. 
That IS whit I call legitimati business. Then 
as for this misutideibtaiiding of me — remember 
that it IS ically not easy to understand anything, 
which you have not hc.ird before, if it rclitcs to a 
complex subject ; also, it is quite easy to mis- 
understand things that you ai t hearing i very d ly 
— -wdiich seem to you of the intelhgiblcst sort. 
But I cm only write of things in mrj owrn way 
and as they come into my head ; and of the 
things I care for, whether you care for Ihciu 01 
not, as yet I will answer for it, you must care 
lor some of them m time. 

** 4. To take an instance close to my hand you 
would of couise think it little condiicivi to your 
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interests that I should give you any account of tfic ‘ 
wild hyacinths which are opening in flakes of blue 
Are, this day, within a couple of miles of me, in the 
glades of Bagley wood through which the Empress . 
Maud fled in the snow (and which, by the way, t 
slink through, myself, in some discomfort, lest the 
gamekeeper of the college of the gracious Ap^tle. 
St, John should catch sight of me; not that he 
would ultimately decline to make a distinction be- 
tween a poacher and a professor, but that I dislike 
the trouble of giving an account of myself). Or, 
if even you would bear with a scientific sentence 
or two about them, explaining to you that they 
were only green leaves turned blue, and that it was 
of no consequence whether they were either green 
or blue ; and that, as flowers, they were scientifi- 
cally to be considered as not in existence, < — ^you 
will, I fear, throw my letter, even though it has. 
cost you sevenpence, aside at once, when I remark 
to you that these wood-hyacinths of Bagley have 
something to do with the battle of Marathon, and 
if you knew it, are of more vital interest to you 
than even the Match Tax. 

*<5. Nevertheless, as I shall feel it my duty, 
some day, to speak to you of Theseus and his 
vegetable soup, so, to-day, 1 think it necessary, to 
tell you that the wood-hyacinth is the best Englfsh 
representative of the trilw of flowers which the' 
Greeks called ‘ Asphodel/ and which they thought; 
the heroes who had fallen in the battle of Marathoh,.,. 
or in any other battle, fought in just quarrel, wetpe'- 
to be rewarded, and enough rewarded, by living 
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Bi&ids-fuH of ; fields called, by them, Elysian, or 
the Fields of Coming, as you and I talk of the 
good time ' Coming,’ though with perhaps different 
views as to the nature of the to be expected 
goodness," 

And last of all he wrote the Pnv/erifa. Much 
of it was only gathered afresh from the pages of 
Fors Clavigcra. liut here I think that, in spite of 
age and shattered health and broken mind, the 
art is at its very highest. The brain gathers itself 
together for a last effort l>efore the silence falls. 
And here no doubt many readers who cannot find 
their way through the bewildering tangle of Fors, 
can join hands again ; l)ecause here again the 
mood is a sustained one. It is like a man high on 
. a mountain range, seeing through a gap of ragged 
cloud and sweeping storm the sunny spaces of the 
valley he has left behind, and to which he may 
no more return, tracing his happy wanderings by 
hedge and stream, watching the smoke go up from 
the chimneys of the house that has sheltered alike 
his radiant hopes and his quiet dreams ; and seeing 
it all through a passion of sadness and failure 
^ ahd disappointment, which is too deep for any 
. tear or sigh. There are passages in PraUrita 
. which seem to me like wreckage sinking through 
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the ^'depths, leaving the rout and fury of scream* 
mg wind and wide-flung billowi and grounding at, 
last softly and quietly upon the unstirred sand, with 
no lurthcr to go, no resuircction to dread. The 
cup of wrath has been diunk, the last sad drops of 
the potion wrung out ; he has experienced in (ifo 
what othcis only experience in death, and he can 
say with bowed he.id and failing hp, *' It is over.” 

Here .uc two chai acteristic passages: - 

" Ihc farst joy o( the yeai being in its snow* 
diops, the se-eond, and eardinal one, was in the 
ahnond blosjoni, — every other gaiden and wood- 
land gladness following from that in an unbioken 
Older ot kindling llowei and shadowy leaf; and 
foi many and many a ycai to conic, — until indeed, 
the* whole of life beeame autumn to me, — my 
chief pi:i)ei fot the kindness of heaven, in its 
flow erf ul seasons, was that the frost might not 
touch the almond blossom. 

And .ig.iiii — 

“My delight in these cottages, and in the 
sense of human iiidusti^ and enjoyment through 
the w'hole scene, was at the roo' of all pleasure 
in its beauty ; see the passage aftcrw<irds written 
in the SeivM Lamps insisting on this as if it were 
general to human nature thus to admire throi^ 
sympathy. I have noticed since, with sorrowful 
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accuracy, how many people theie ate who, whet- 
tever they find themselves, think onlv 'of then 
position.’ But th( ioehn)< which }'a\r me bo 
much happiness, Ixuh then and thtouj;(h life, 
differed also curiously, in its impttsonal caaiactci 
from that ot many even ol the hc'-t .md kindest 
p^sons. 

“In the beginning' of the Cai Me-Kmoison 
coriespondente, edited with too little comment 
by my deal liitnd ChaiKs Norton, I find at page 
18 this — to me entiiclv dispiitabh, ami to my 
thought, so far as uiidispiitid, muih hlameablc 
and pitiable, exclamation ot my inasUi’s ‘Not 
till we can think that hue anti theie out is 
thinking of us, one is loving us, ilots this waste 
eaith become a peopled gatden. My liaining, 
as the reader has perhaps enough pciieived, 
produced in me the precisely opposite sentiment. 
Afv times of happincbs had alwajs been when 
nobody was thinking of me, <ind the mini dis- 
comfort and drawback to all procci dings and 
designs, the attention and inlet ference ol the 
public — lepiesented by my motbei and the 
gardener. The gatden was no wasic place to 
me, because 1 did not suppose myself an objcit 
, of interest either to the ants ot th( buttei Hies ; 
and the only qualification of the entiie delight 
of my evening walk at Cha np.ignok 01 St. 
lAurent wras tlie sense that my hither and mothci 
ovrv thinking of me, and would be fiightened 
if I was five minutes late for tea 

“ 1 don’t mean in the least that I c otilcl have 
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done without them. They were, to me, much'' 
more than Carlyle’s wife to him ; and if Carlyle ‘ 
had written, instead of, that he wanted Emersoft 
to think of him in America, that he wanted his 
father and mother to be thinking of him at 
Ecclcfcchan, it had been well. But that the rest 
of the world was waste to him unless he h|id 
admirers in it, is a sorr)’ state of sentiment, 
enough; and I am somewhat tempted, for. once, 
to admire the exactly opposite temper of my own 
solitude. My entire delighfwas in observing with- 
out being myself noticed, — if I could have been 
invisible, all the better, 1 was absolutely interested 
in men and their ways, as I was interested in 
marmots and chamois, in tomtits and trout. If 
only they would stay still and let me look at 
them, and not get into their holes and up their 
heights ! The living inhabitation of the w’orld — 
the grazing and nesting in it, — the spiritual power 
of the air, the rocks, the waters, — to be in the 
midst of it, and rejoice and wonder at it, and 
help it if I could, — happier if it needed no help 
of mine, — ^this was the essential love of Nature 
in me, this the root of all that I have u.sefully 
become, and the light of all that 1 have rightly 
learned." 


Now the strange thing behind it all is this — and 
what ] am about to .say involves a clear statement 
about the critical apprehension of the British public 
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vmich must not be confused with censure or 
contempt. It is neither. It is simply a fact. 
Ruskin attained his position in the literary world, 
and in the view of many worthy pei sons maintains 
it now, by work that uras not only inferior, but 
was pervaded by gross faults' of dogmatism, 
erring knowledge and baseless judgments. His 
best work is still to a great extent unappreciated 
and unpraised, his genius hardly suspected. The 
British public wanted correct information, im- 
pressive argument, and conventional conclusions. 
What wiis the joy of that stolid and pathetic 
clientele, when it found a man who could bully 
them into thinking that they cared about art, tell 
them exactly what pictures to buy and what to 
neglect, give eloquent reasons which made them 
believe they had gone to the bottom i)f the matter, 
and then — the crowning joy of all — tell them with 
thunders of conviction that the old moral law 
held good there as everywhere, that the bad man 
was the bad artist and the good man the good 
artist. It was a prodigious and colossal error; 
but it went straight to the heart of the nation ; it 
confirmed the Psalms of David and the law of 
Moses; it fitted in, or so they thought, with the 
teaching of the Gospel and St. Paul. They w'ere 



*54 


RUSKIK 


delighted when Ruskin said, “ In these books i^;' 
mine, their distinctive character, as essays on *artr ' 
is their bringing everything to a root in human ' 
passion or human hope . . . every principle’ of,' 
painting which 1 have stated is traced to some 
vital or spiritual fact . . , and is founded on 
comparison of their influences on the life of the 
workman, a question by all other writers on the ' 
subject wholly forgotten or despised." At such 
a statement as this the enthusiasm of the public 
knew no bounds, because not only did it issue 
from a graduate of Oxford, and thus had the 
stamp ot academic culture, but it was a conclusion 
worthy of a sermon, with this additional advan* 
tage that it was not a statement made by a clergy- 
man from a pulpit, and thus open to a suspicion 
of professional motive, hut made by a layman 
in a book of art criticism, and was thus a con- 
firmation of the most respectable sort of morality, 
from a source which might naturally have been 
liable to a charge of dangerous bohemianism. 

It was this that gave Kuskin his authority ; 
though there were of course a few who saw 
somewhat deeper, and realised that there u'as in 
the utterances of Ruskin a passionate emotion 
and a sincere fidelity to truth, only obscured 
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'naturat dogmatism and a rigid calvinistic 
, training. 

And then came the years when he seemed to 
throw aside wantonly and quixoticallv 'tH the 
inSaence he had gained, and to ilourish in the 
' face of the public all soits of crazy tuucies and 
impossible dreams. In these years he was greatly 
discredited, though at last the sale of his hooks 
went up by leaps and bounds. The most chari* 
table hypothesis freely indulged was that he w<is 
out of his mind. Nothing else could account 
for such ludicrous sincerity and such dclitious 
schemes, 13ut by this tune many true spirits had 
discerned him rightly, and saw' that if he was 
fallen into a passion of irritability and disgust, 
he was crazed not by disease but by the pressure 
of desperate thoughts. Perhaps liis Professorship 
a little rehabilitated him in the eyes of the outer 
public. And then he did what is the most 
popular thing that one can do in England, an 
act which sets the crown upon any _ amount of 
even inefheient endeavour : he grew old, and 
tweame a public pet — a grand old man. 

There is something to smile at in all this, no 
1 doubt ; but there is food for something more 
^'Tifce tears. Perhaps the point is that, with his 
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best unrecognised and with his secret misunwr- 
stood, he yet had gained a hearing ; and it may 
be that thus his real influence will grow and 
bear fruit. Hut the process is so gigantically 
stupid and so outrageously coarse — tlic sense 
that derisive notoiicty can achieve what genius 
and worth could not attain, is not without its 
shadow. Tiie horror of it is this, that the 
frenzied writings of his tortured mind amused 
the public. They did nut see that he was 
being crucified. They thought his agonised 
words the fantastic mockeries of a man W’ho 
had lost his temper on a gigantic scale ; and 
It was this that made them listen. It is all a 
very dark business. Hut we must try to put 
it all aside, and to stand if we can with the 
faithful few that stood helpless and distracted 
beside him m the hour of his agony, rather 
than with those that mocked him afar off, or 
that as they passed by leviled him. 


4 

And last of all 1 must say one word about 
his letters, because that is a very real province 
of literal y art. VVe are past the time, and we 
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be wholly thankful for it, when a man 
' like Pope kept copies of his letters, improved 
. ' them, added footnotes and introductions, and 
. finally arranged that they should be stolen from 
him in a friendly manner and published without 
. .his supposed consent, and against his imagined 
wish, though he had prepared alike beforehand 
the theft and his own heart-broken protests. 
But we have had many fine letter-writers in 
England. To mention but a few, the letters of 
Gray are models of delicate taste, exquisite 
phrasing, and charming humour. The letters 
of Charles Lamb are notable for their tenderness, 
iheir good sense, and their delicious extravagance. 
The letters of Keats give the finest revelation I 
know of the glowing heart and mind of a young 
and splendid genius. The letters of FitzGerald 
are full of leisurely charm, gentle pathos, and 
keen discrimination. The letters of Carlyle have 
an intense and rugged glow, and a marvellous 
individuality of deeply-felt, contorted * phrases, 
where the words are driven in gangs, like fettered 
slaves, to do their master’s work. The letters 
. of kfrs. Browning reveal a passion and a serious- 
.-ness that cannot fail to inspire and even to 
. ^ame one's coldness. But I should put Ruskin 
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at the head of all. Like a great coinage of A 
king, every tiniest token bears his visible and 
noble imprint. All through his life, a part Of 
his day's work was writing letters ; and be 
threw himself with his utmost force and his 
sensitive sympathy into the very mind and heart 
of his cot respondent. I have said before how 
his letters to men of marked individuality bear 
unmistakable traces, m their words and phrases, 
of being transfused with the imagined thou^ts 
of their lecipients. And then, too, eveiy smallest 
letter that he wrote was a part of himself. 
There are two large volumes of them in {he 
big edition of his works, and there must be 
hundreds mote in existence. Only the other 
d ly I stumbled upon a great collection of them, 
written to a girl whom he had never seen, and 
all growing out of one simple and sincere 
question which she had asked him. 

It was here that his extraordinary power Of 
tiansition helped him. He ciuld pass from 
simple gossip to deep pathos, from unaffected 
simplicity to pettish and extravagant censure, 
from caressing tenderness to poignant iiony. 
He never said less or more than he thou|^ 
and felt ; but the grace and beauty with udiich 
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lie' invested it all, was bom of no effort or 
tidung thought; it was simply himself. One 
of my hearers brought me the olhei day, aftci 
a lecture, a dozen letteis of Kuskin’s that he 
had picked up in a cuiiositv shop. There it 
wa^ that whimsical and solemn charm— a letter 
of almost heart-tending sorrow, speaking of his 
need for human affection, just salted at the 
end out of sentimentality by a pungent phiase 
of irony, in which he stood aside and smilingly 
surveyed his ow'ii dismay. Pait of Ins mysterious 
attractiveness was that he could speak so fiaukly 
of himself and his failuies, with such passionate 
sincerity, and then make light of it all, as the 
self-pity melted under humorous perception. 
Theie is plenty of bitteiness, but no spite ; 
abundant pcttishness, but not .1 trace of pettiness. 
Of course it is easy to call them egotistical ; 
^d 1 do not attempt to deny that Ruskm took 
a deep interest in himself — we most of us do 
But egotism is the taking oneself solemnly and 
teriously, with a gloomy and self-iegatding 
pomposity, and Ruskm never did that. He 
was full of intense personal feeling, was pro- 
foundly convinced of the worth and significance 
of his message, sorrowed poignantly over his 
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ineffectiveness, and the misguided way in wlftoh 
he was misinterpreted. But just when the 
showei IS falling heavily, till the world seems 
dissolved in wet, there comes a gleam of dancing 
sunshine with a tint of sapphire sky, which 
makes even the slanting ram beautiful, ^and 
dashes a gleam of gold upon drenched leaf and 
watery lut. I should do him wrong if I insisted 
too much upon his sorrow and heaviness, for 
there was a strain of rtal gaiety about him, 
which made him love all >oung and lovful and 
lighthearted things. I will lead two or three 
of those letters in illustiation of all this — 

“ I knew you would deeply feel the death of 
Dickens. It is very frightful to me — among the 
blows stiuck by the fates at worthy men, while all 
mischievous ones have cea-^eless stiength. The 
liteiary loss is infinite —the political one I care less 
fot than you ilo Dickens was a pure model nist— 
a leadei of the steam -whistle party par exceUena 
— and he had no undei standing of any power of 
antiquity except a sort of jackdaw sentiment for 
cathedral towers. He knew nothing of the nobler 
power of siipeistition — wras essentially a stage 
manage], and used everything for effect on the pit, 
Ills Christmas meant mistletoe and pudding— 
neither resuirection fiom dead, nor rising of new 
stais, noi teaching of wise men, nor shepherds. 
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His hero is essentially the ironmaster ; in spite of 
Hard Times, he has advanced by his influence every 
principle that makes them harder — the love of 
excitement, in ail classes, and the fuiy of business 
competition, and the distrust both of nobility and 
clergy which, wide enough and fatal cnougli, and 
too Justly founded, needed no apostle to the mob, 
but a grave teacher of piicsts and nobles them* 
selves, from whom Dickens had essentially no 
word. . . 

And again : — 

''[The letters] of Emerson and Carlyle came to 
me about a week since, and 1 am nearly through 
them, grateful heartily for the Iwok, and the master- 
ful index ; but much disappointed at having no 
word of epitaph from youiseli on both the men. 

"The Emerson letters are infinitely sweet and 
wise : here and there, as in p. 30, vol. 11., unintelli- 
gible to me. C.'s., like all the words of him jiub- 
lisbed since his death, h.ivc vexed me, and paitly 
angered, with their perpetual me mtserioii — iievei 
seeming to feel the extreme ill manners of this 
perpetual wdiine ; and, to what one dares not call 
an affected, but a quite unconsciously false extent, 
hiding the more or less of pleasure whidh a strung 
man must have in using his strength, be it but in 
heaving aside dust-heaps. 

" What in my own personal way I chiefly regret 
and wonder at in him is, the perception in all 
nature of nothmg between the stars and his 
stomach — his going, for instance, into North 
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Wales for two months, and noting* absolotely '90 
Cambrian thing or event, but only increase of 
Carlylian bile 

''Not that I am with you in thinking Proode 
wrong about the RemtnisceHces. They are to mo 
full of his strong insight, and in their distress, for 
more pathetic than these bowlings of his earlier 
life about Cromwell and others of his quite Wst 
works; but 1 am vexed fur want of a proper 
Epilogue of your own . . . 

" Ilnw much better right than C. have 1 to say, 

‘ Ay de mi ' ? " 

I will only say one word in conclusion. I 
would not persuade any one to trv and write like 
Kuskin, though he was probably the greatest 
master of English prose, in his variety, his 
copiousness, the lucidity and the perennial 
beauty of his expression ; but just as one cannot 
live by bread alone, one cannot write by imitation, 
It is a veiy elementary literary exercise to parody 
a style, and Ruskin lends himself easily to parody. 
Indeed his style is so contajpous that if one 
1 eads him much and attentively, one finds it hard ( 
not to write like him ; like him, 1 say, yet ah, how 
far away! But every writer must find his own 
mctliod of expression, and no man can look his 
best in borrowed clothes. The curvature of the . 
owner hangs indelibly about them. 
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Bnt on the other h^nd, as I have tried to show, 

' there are few wnters of whom the word grrai 
can be used so incontestably. While other wnters 
have been like performers in <i gieat orchestra, 
^K>uting melody from a silver-mouthed trumpet, 
or drawing out the thnll and shiver of the tense 
string, Rusktn seems to me like a great organist, 
manipulating and combining and hushing the 
httge house of sound, with its myriad pipes and 
ranked ingenuities There is no writei — .ind this 
is, I humbly believe, the end and crown of art — 
who could express so pcifcctly, so sweetly, so 
truly, the thought that rose swiftly and burningly 
in his mind. He could flash out, with a deft tuin 
of his wrist, a stop of shrill emotion, and keep a 
dozen moods all in full play at once, combining 
and eluding and charming, m a sequence at once 
orderly and profound. We may read Ruskm then 
primarily for the glow and beauty that he casts on 
life ; but not forget that half that tliought must 
have been dumb, its deepest feeling and its lightest 
grace unuttered, if it had not been for (he art 
which, through endless labour, widest sympathy, 
and sternest purpose, gave him the power to 
tell his secret so that all can undti stand. These 
are the two conditions of art ; that a man should 
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have something in him that is worth telling 
and making plain ; and after that that he should 
spare no trouble, despise no criticismi and yet 
be disheartened by no rebuke, from saying the 
thoughts of his heart as calmly, as clearly, and 
as expressively as he can. 


THE END 
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*ThcCoiti«Hiu.isftlwftyffoed i 
—a judidooi blend of ficSoAt 
bio(;raphy, and miiffifWaiwoai ; 
articlea.' 


Puhllc Opinion. 

* A moat readable napadne. ft 
b readable from beginning to end, 
and with matter worth rnding.’ 


Coantry Life. I 

• The Editor of the Coemhill ! 
Magasuvb if nfttilly sttcceiiful 
in getting together a number of 
ane^otal litcraiy artfelea.’ i 


Onardian. 

* The counsel of perfection b to - 
purchase the Cos NHiLL, that you | 
may not only enjoy its contents ! 
but keep them to show a friend.' j 


OPtMONS OP PUBUO 
UBBARiANS. 

Arbroath. 

* My Committee an of opfadoa 
that there b room for one of its 
kind. (Peisonat1y» 1 think there 
b only one of the Cornhill kind, 
and that b the Cormhill itself.) 
1 may at once that the Corn* 
HlU. esactly meets the wants of 
a select body of readeti.' 

Hampstoad. 

* 1 find upon inquiiy at our fiee 
Libraries that the Cornhill b 
well read, and cartainlyit appeals 
to a section of readers who can 
appreciate better litemy fare than 
b offered in most of the modem 
monthlies. May I take thb op* 
portunity of expessing mv own 
admimtion for the high atemy 
tone whbli you preserve in the 
CORNHIU.' 

Kinross. 

* The magidne b much apprit- 
ebted by oui better-ebas reaoen 
and b welt read.* 
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